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INTRODUCTION. 


To the ingenuous lover of nature, the fields 
and woods present peculiar attractions. It af- 
fords no ordinary pleasure to steal away from 
the cares and perplexities of business, to linger 
beneath shady trees, to listen to gentle breezes 
and to rejoice with jubilant birds. No season 
passes when he does not find leisure, however 
pressing his vocation, to investigate the treas- 
ures of the forest, the mountain and the brook. 

In whatever direction his eye is turned, the 
sincere learner discovers freshness and beauty. 
The verdant bank and dewy grot, grass sprin- 
kled with blossoms, lofty oaks spreading abroad 
their leafy branches, songsters joyfully sport- 
ing among the hazel-bushes, insects frolicking 
around the trees, streams winding gracefully 
along his path, and a thousand attractions fill 
his observing mind with gratitude and pleasure. 
In wild, untrodden copses, where flowers bloom 
undisturbed, in the midst of luxuriant foliage, 
reflecting on the wonderful operations of a be- 
nevolent and all-wise Intelligence, his joys are 
full and complete. 

The devout student labors diligently to com- 
prehend the character of God as portrayed in 
leaves and blossoms; in streams and lakes; 
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and is never at a loss where to employ himself 
pleasantly and profitably. Young or old, illit- 
erate or learned, in whatever condition Provi- 
dence may have placed him, his busiest and 
happiest moments are when he is in the fields 
and woods, surrounded by the lively and beau- 
tiful works of an almighty Creator. Time is 
never sluggish or heavy. From his earnest 
love for the study of the works of nature, he 
acquires more exalted views of Deity, makes 
a more valuable citizen, a more devoted Chris- 
tian, and looks forward with joyful anticipation 
to a period when he shall better understand 
and appreciate the marvelous works of God. 

If the reader feels a moiety of the pleasure 
that filled the author’s mind in writing the 
following pages, he will be amply rewarded 
in their perusal, and be led to exclaim with the 
Psalmist: ‘*O Lord! how wonderful are thy 
works! In wisdom hast thou made them all. 
The earth is full of thy riches.” 


ZZouvs, 74, 125. 


All-wise, the, 68, 
Ambient air, 12. 
Angelica, the, 74. 
Angle-worms, the, 41. 
Animated life, 122. 
Ants, 80. 
Apple-tree, 56. 
Aqueous plants, 20. 
Aralea, the rose, 100. 
Arbor, a wild, 37. 
Architect, almighty, 89. 
Arcturus, 61. 

Arelea flowers, 121. 
Arethusa, the, 109. 
Ariosel strains, 128. 
Arrow Head, 33. 
Artist’s eye, 123. 
August fog, 22. 
August sun, an, 44, 
Auroral cheer, 107. 
Autumn day, 33. 


BANKS of quick, 15. 
Bats, 125. 

Bear, the, 25. 

Bee, a, 71. 

Beechen tree, a, 51. 
Bees, 75. 

Bee, the, 19, 126. 
Beetles, drowsy, 125. 
Beetle, the, 30, 79. 
Beetling cliffs, 87. 
Bell-flower beds, 53. 
Bittersweet, the, 91. 
Blackbird, 43. 

Black Hawk, the, 116. 
Blunderbuss, 106. 
Bobolink, a, 101. 
Bobolink, the, 18. 
Bohmeria, the, 107. 
Boy, a truant, 114, 
Boyish fears, 19. 
Bramble, wild, 55. 
Bridge, 44, 88. 
Broods, darkness, 130. 
Brook, a gentle, 38. 
Brook and stream, 130, 
Brush, curling, 120. 
Bugle, 67. 
Bugle-weed, the, 97. 


INDEX. 


Bulrush, the, 32. 
Bumble-bees, 82. 

— Bumpkin, a, 106. 
Burdock plants, 119. 
Burdock, wild, 33. 
Burr, tenacious, 119. 
Buttercup, 35. 
Butterfly and bee, 77. 
Butterfly, the, 33, 72. 


CALTHA, the, 102. . 
Campion plant, the, 93. 
Cane of hickory, 122. 
Cascade, a, 88. 
Caterpillar’s silk, 99. 
Caterpillars, the, 48. 
Catmint, 119. 
Cedar, the, 73. 
Chaffinch, the, 65. 
Chantry’s nave, 52. 
Chat, yellow, 34. : 
Checkerberry, the, 64. 
Chewink, the, 50. 
Chronic pains, 119. 
Cicala, the, 108, 
Cirripedes, 58. 
Cliver, the, 74. 
Cobwebs, 84. 
Cockroach, 53. 
Coots, sable, 58. 
Copse of green, 15. 
Cornel, dwarf, 27. 
Cougar, the, 25. 
Cowper, 92. 

Cowslip bells, 41. 
Cowslips, the, 31. 
Craggy mount, 105. 
Cranberry, the, 22. 
Cricket, the, 126. 
Crow, artful, 26, 
Crow, the, 78. 
Crustacea, 58. 
Crypta, the, 97. 
Curfew bell, 123. 


DAIsy, the, 28. 
Daisied sods, 54. 
Darnel’s stem, 86. 
Deacon Giles, 101. 
Deity, a, 129. 
Dew-drops, 51. 
Dew, sparkling, 13. 


Dew, the, 129. 
Diapensia, the, 74. 
Dikes, treacherous, 121. 
Divinity, 58. 

Dock, the, 47. 

Dotted flowers, 119, 
Down, 94. 

Dracena, the, 74. 
Dragon-flies, 82. 
Dragon-fly, the, 20. 
Dreams, adolescent, 115. 


EAGLES, proud, 105. 
Eagle, the, 24, 35. . 
Earwig, the, 41. 
Eden, 48. 

Eden’s bowers, 12. 
Eden’s glories, 17. 
Eglantine, the, 74,95. 
Elysian shore, 99. 
Elysian strains, 51. 
Eve’s posterity, 35. 


FATHER’S arm, a, 126. 
Father’s smiles, 17. 
Fallow Deer, a, 118. 
Farmer, the, 121. 
Father Leach, 101. 
Feather, a, 41. 
Ferns, 96. 

Fern, silvery, 50. 
Field and grove, 124. 
Field-mouse, 120. 
Finch, the, 51. 

Firs, the, 74. 

First Parish bell, 101. 
Flask, infernal, 121. 
Flexile clay, 16. 
Flower and song, 16. 
Flute, 67. 
Fowling-piece, 57. 
Fox-grape, the, 74. 
Fox’s den, a, 85. 
Fox, the, 50, 105. 
Frogs and insects, 36. 
Frog, the, 46, 112. 


GAFFER, wandering, 79. 
Gairish flowers, 19. 
Galanthus, the, 48, 
Galium, the, 74. 
Gentian, the, 74. 

Glen, echoing, 130. 
Gobblers, 93. 

God, 80, 129. 

Goldfinch, the, 93. 


Goose, wandering, 95. 
Grasshopper, the, 53, 90. 
Grave, insatiate, 121. 
Grove and meadow, 13. 
Gulls, flock of, 61. 
Gurgling rill, 102. 
Gurgling stream, 27. 


HACKMATACK, the, 73. 
Hammock, golden, 128, 
Harebell, the, 46. 
Hares, 74. 

Hares, young, 78. 
Hautboy, 67. 

Hawk, 59. 

Hawk, fierce, 25. 
Hawk, the wild, 105. 
Hawthorn bush, 28. 
Hemipterous bugs, 33. 
Hemlock and spruce, 14, 
Herbaceous root, 119. 
Heron, a, 57. 

Hispidula, the, 103. 
Hoe and spade, 20. 
Honeysuckle, the, 19, 89. 
Hornet’s nest, 21. 
Huckleberry field, 78. 
Humming-bird, 27. 
Hunters, sagacious, 105. 


I Am not old, 114. 

Indian, poor, 24. 

Insects, 31, 34, 99, 109, 111. 
Insect’s wing, 16. 

Ivy, the, 64. 


JAY, the, 78. 

Jerkin. 100. 

July, 14. 

Junipers, 44, 71, 74, 119. 


KATYDID, the, 111. 
Kildee, the, 74. 
King-fisher, 60. 


LADY-BIRDS, 43. 
Lakelet’s rind, 36, 
Lark, 120, 126. 

Laurel, the, 100. 
Leech, the, 89. 
Leviathan, huge, 122. 
Life’s golden hours, 124. 
Light and shade, 124. 
Lily, the, 84. 

Linnet, the, 42, 51, 117. 
Lips of bloom, )2. 


Long, 81. * Orioles, twin, 66. 
Lorraine, 81. Osiers, 74. 

Lynx, the, 24. Owl, gray, 119. 

MACE, the, 74. PANNIER, 62. 

Magnolian beds, 51. Sees bbe the, 91. 

Maiden’s song, 95. Panther’s growl, 25. 
Maple, a, 82. Partridge, the, 33, 71, 92. 
Mars, 61, 127. Pearlwort, 65. 


Meadow-beauty, the, 117, Peat-bogs, 103. 
Meadow Lark, the, 102, Pennyroyal, 22. 
Meerschaum slave, 52, Peppermint, 80. 
Microscopic dust, 123, Percival, 81. 
Milkweed, the, 85. Pewee, the, 98. 
Mimic sails, 32. Phlox, bed of, 29. 


Minimus, 55. Phoebus, 63. 


eae Phosphoric mists, 124. 
ie the 112. Pickerel- weed, the, 117. 
Mint, 15. ! Pigeons, flock of, 106, 
Miss Grimalkin, 119. Se ar 
Mites, 98. Pimpernel, 74. 
Mock-bird, the, 32, 36. Pines, amid the, 123. 
Moles, 76. Pipe of peace, 24. 
Mollusk, the, 41. Pitcher Plant, a, 116, 
Monarch of the woods, 23. Plantain’s flake, 86. 
Moon, the, 128. Plantain, the, 69. ' 
Moose, the, 25. Plant and tree, 130. 
Mosquitoes, 79. Pleiades, 61, 

Mosses, 20. Plover, 92. 

Moss, pendant, 87. Polifolia, the, 103, 
Moss Pink, wild, 82. Pool, the, 89. 


Power, almighty, 123, 
Power, divine, 90. 
Power, unseen, 8&4, 
Praise, inspiring, 17. 
Primrose, the, 69. 


Mossy ground, 122. 
Mossy rock, 99. 

Mossy woods, 103. 
Mountain cleughs, 87. 
Mountain’s tongue, 86. 


Mullein, the, 77. Profiuent tide, 59. 
Mushroom, ar 44, 5 Puff-ball, a, 42. 
Music everywhere, 18. ; 
Mustard plants, 95. reg piping, iy 
Mystic line, 123, Quartz and slate, 59. 
NATuRP, 97, 104, 123, 130. RABBIT, a gray, 55. 
Nature’s care, 58. Raccoon, the, 50, 92. 
Nature’s child, 38. Rainbow, a, 75. 
Nature’s heart, 37. Rampant throng, 54. 
Nature’s ranks, 23. Raspberry, the, 85. 
Nature’s syntaxis, 77. Red-breast, the, 46. 
Nest, cosy, 65. Red man, 24. 
Redstart, a, 107. 
Oak, the, 14, 70, 74. Rhexia, the, 117. 
Ocean, the, 61. Rhodora, the, 104. 
Ocypodian, the, 60. Rodents, 71. 
Ondatra, fluttering, 103. Roots, fibry, 99. 
Opening glade, 11, 15. Rosemary, the, 45 


Organ, 67. Rose, the wild red, 46. 


Rue-anemone, the, 41. 
Rue, the dainty, 107. 


SCOWERING-RUSHES, the, 118. 
Sedge, the, 106. 
Sentient life, 122. 
Shadows, 32. 

Shell, 59, 120. 
Shell-fish, 94. 
Shrike, the, 43. 
Shrubbery, 48. 
Skunk, a, 45. 

Sky, angry, 14. 
Sleeping lake, 84. 
Smart-weed, 82. « 
Snake, striped, 35. 
Snake, the, 50. 
Snipe, the, 92. 
Snowberry, the, 30. 
Sol’s rays, 92. 
Sorrell, acrid, 104. 
Sparrow, a, 66. 
Sparrow, Sir, 112. 
Spear-grass, 62. 
Spider, a, 49. 
Spider-bird, 34. 
Spider’s thread, 95. 
Spider’s webs, 32. 
Spine, the, 33. 
Spruce, the, 74, 
Squirrel, a, 30. 
Squirrel, the, 74, 112. 
Star-fish, a, 60. 
Steed, a noble, 21. 
Straw berries, bed of, 98. 
Streamlet, a, 110. 
Stream, modest, 22. 
Stream, quiet, 34 
Streams, 74. 
Succory, the, 29. 
Sundew, the, 20. 
Sunflower, the, 64. 
Sunshine, dash of, 28. 
Surging crowds, 12. 
Swallows, the, 45. 
Swamp Loosestrife, 113. 
Sybarites, cold, 79. 


TAMARACK, a shag, 116, 
Tangled brakes, 16. 
Theumatic skill, 83. 
Thistle tufts, 94. 
Thoreau, 106. 

Thrush, 120. 

Thyme, aromatic, 102. 


Tinkling wavelets, 1. 
Tree, patriarchal, 25. 
Tree, towering, 124. 
Trees, gigantic, 104. 
Trillium, the, 118. 
Trout, 88. 

Troutling brook, 56. 
Trumpet-weed, 34. 
Turtle, 62. 


VALE and hill, 114. 
Vales, sunny, 11. 
Velvet mound, 96. 
Venus, 127. 
Viburnum, the, 74. 
Vine-clad hill, 124. 
Vine, shoot and tree, 130. 
Vines, tangled, 37. 
Violets, 15. 

Virgin’s Bower, 63. 
Voice of melody, 124, 


WAGTAIL, the, 108. 
Walnut, thrifty, 86. 
Warblers, 14. 
Warwhoops, wild, 26. 
Waterfall, a, 108. 

Water Thrushes, shy, 118. 
Weasel, a, 36. 

Wee-wee fairy, 27. 
Whippoorwill, the, 34, 91. 
Wild-cat, the, 25. 

Wild domains, 104. 

Wild scenes, 17. 
Wild-thyme, 15, 

Willis, 81. 

Willow down, 94. 

Willow Trees, 85. 

Winds, angry, 88. 

Wings, flap of, 119. 
Wisdom, almighty, 128, 
Witching.hours, 22. 
Wizard song, 111. 
Woodpecker, the, 32, 50. 
Woods, tangled, 120. 
Woodwardia, the wild, 96. 
Worlds of light, 129, 
Wormwooil, 47. 

Wren, brown, 83. 


YELLOW MDIERVILLA, the, 97 
Yellow-hammier, the, 29. 
Yellow Sedve, the, 91. 
Yeoman, the, 121, 

Yew, the, &6. 


ZEPHYR’S SIGH, 18. 


A DAY IN THE WOODS. 


ee a be! away from ruth and care, 
To spend a day amid the woods ; 
With insects, birds and flowers to share | 
The sunshine, songs and solitudes ; 
Forgetting self; the quirks of trade ; 
Books, granite blocks and gossip news, 
A nobler being I am made, 
With loftier thoughts and grander views. 


On sunny vales; in cooling shades ; 
On plants and trees; on clouds and skies ; 
On winding streams and opening glades, _ 
A spirit of devotion lies. 
I catch that spirit. Through my soul 
It is diffused, till each desire 
Seems under a divine control, 
And grace and love my thoughts inspire. 
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12 A DAY IN THE WOODS. 


How pure and soft the ambient air, 
Kissed by sweet flowers that breathe perfume! 
How touchingly the grateful prayer 
Bursts from a thousand lips of bloom! 
From blade and leaf; from hill and stream, 
How grand the exhilarating song! 
I live again in childhood’s dream, 


And to a golden age belong. 


As if I stood on earth alone 
No human voice the silence breaks; 
Of all percipient beings none 
Complexion from my musing takes. 
From surging crowds ’tis bliss to part, 
To close the ear to grating sounds, 
And for a season rest the heart 
Where nothing base allures or wounds. 


To unravel nature and to feel 

A calm serenity of mind, 
With not a passionate appeal, 

A whisper, or a thought designed 
To chill the affections, or destroy 

The sunshine glowing in the breast, 
Awaken that elysian joy 

Whilom in Eden’s bowers possessed. 
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While grove and meadow tease the hours, 
And warblers fly on merry wing — 
Of every hue smile lovely flowers, 
That gayly in my pathway spring. 
Real life is felt in every vein; 
Some precious gift I taste anew; 
While blossom, blade and leaf constrain 
All nature’s charms to blush to view. 


Thou birdling, in thy bright array, 
That sittest on yon hazel tree, 
Singing so delicate a lay, 
As if in startling ecstasy, 
To feel a thrilling morn like this — 
O couldst thou know the rare delight 
Thou givest me....the enraptured bliss... 
Thy warblings would not cease till night. 


How fresh the odoriferous breeze ! 

How chaste the heavens and deeply blue! 
How eloquent the lofty trees, 

Vital with drops of sparkling dew! 
Drawn out, my craving nature seems 

Instinct with joy. Where falls the eye 
Scenes marvelous as fairy dreams 

In panoramic beauty lie. 


14 A DAY IN THE WOODS. 


The faintest whisper has a voice 
To charm my ear. The flash of wings, 
Where warblers chirrup and rejoice ; 
The shadow as a squirrel springs ; 
The twinkling leaf; the glimmering run ; 
The spear bent by a feather’s weight ; 
Gay insects basking in the sun; 
How they the aspiring heart elate! 


I stand beneath a gnarléd oak, 
Once sheltered me in hot July, 
Amidst the storms, when thunders broke 
Redoubling o’er an angry sky: 
A day so clear, serene and bright, 
That beauty triumphs everywhere ; 
A thousand objects charm the sight, 
That trail the ground or cleave the air. 


Hemlock and spruce and scraggy pine — 
Majestic trees that stand around — 
Seem hallowed by a power divine, 
As sentinels to guard the ground. 
In humble sanctitude they bend, 
As if to praise that Being who 
Doth boundless love with beauty blend 
To permeate creation through. 


A DAY IN THE WOODS. 15 


Under a shady copse of green 

A playful stream glides murmuring ; 
Lank rushes to the water lean, 

While birds flit by and sweetly sing. 
I stretch a-tiptoe to behold 

The varied beauties hid beneath, 
And in an atmosphere of gold, 

O’erfull of happiness I breathe. 


As I walk through the opening glade, 
How many wavering steps I take ! 
I rarely leave a charming shade 
Ere on my startled vision break 
Scenes more attractive than before: 
Unconscious of the passing hours, 
Entranced, I linger and adore, 
With all the mind’s acutest powers. 


Mint, wild-thyme, violets daintly blue, 
Wind-flowers and balm, on banks of quick, 
In sunny beds, I welcome you! 
On smiling meadow, green and thick, 
The grass spreads out, and leafy bloom 
Flings fragrance on the dewy air. 
Who would his life in dust consume 
When called such glorious scenes to share ? 


16 A DAY IN THE WOODS. 


What varied forms kind nature takes, 
In spire and leaf; in bush and tree; 

In glen and grove; in tangled brakes ! 
A wonderful variety : 

The insect’s wing, with silver glossed ; 
His body girt with glittering twist; 

His crown with virgin gold embossed, 
Inlaid with pearl and amethyst. 


No inch of ground that I survey 
But teems with beauteous forms elate ; 
The granite rock, the flexile clay, 
With raptured life are animate. 
All breathe the air and drink the dew, 
And Heaven’s divine protection claim, 
Whose wondrous love diffuses through 
All nature’s universal frame. 


Regaled by flower and song, I see 
A-peeping from her downy nest, 
Beneath a brambly bush, a wee 
Brown bird, with opalescent breast. 
Surrendering comfort and delight, 
To sit in solitude and shade, 
When field and grove to joy invite, 
How great the debt to nature paid! 


A DAY IN THE WOODS, LF 


Wild scenes, magnificently grand, 
To my enravished vision brought, 
A passion for the woods command, 

And force the mind to active thought. 
The twinkling leaves and rustling limbs 
Break vocal with refreshing lays — 
Whilst vale and hill aglow with hymns 

Constrain to join the inspiring praise. 


*Twere thankless to refuse. So now, 
Shut from the world, its tasks and wiles, 
In sweet, confiding trust I bow, 
- And ask a tender Father’s smiles, 
To bless me through this charming day. 
Of Heaven’s rich favors to partake, 
And witness nature’s grand array, 
Will every dormant power awake. 


Three only clouds are in the west, 
Sailing beneath a crowning sky — 
A flush flotilla for some blest 
And pure congenial souls, whereby 
Creation’s wonders are explored ; 
Bright stars above; fair worlds below; 
Where Eden’s glories are restored, 
And streams of love unceasing flow. 


18 A DAY IN THE WOODS. 


I list to music everywhere, 
Enchanting glens and fells around: 
As if creation were at prayer, 
There is no harsh, discordant sound, 
To grate the captivated breast: 
The breathing flower, the zephyr’s sigh, 
Joy from a thousand tongues expressed, 
Awake delicious symphony. 


Blue flies are darting round and round 
Beneath the light, susurrous twigs ; 
Now with a cheery, buzzing sound 
They seem to shape their cunning rigs; 
Gyrating in the golden sun, 
On such a peerless morn as this, 
How charmingly the moments run ! 
Their lives a perfect wealth of bliss. 


My ancient friend, the Bobolink, 
Chatters in lively ecstasies 

Among the thorns upon the brink, 
While in the pool below he sees, 

Or weens he does, a bird that feels 
The rush of that delightful song, 
Which o’er the wood and water steals, 

And cheers and captivates me long. 


A DAY IN THE WOODS. 


Half hid in yonder cool retreat, 

The Honeysuckle groweth wild, 
Throwing upon the air its sweet 

And fragrant breath. Ah! when a child 
I filched the beauteous flower and kept 

It near my bosom through the day: 
Laid on my pillow, when I slept, 

It charmed the drowsy hours away. 


The Bee is buzzing in my ears ; 
He looks certes to be the same 
That once alarmed my boyish fears, 
When trembling lest his piercing flame 
Should penetrate my hand or face. 
I leave him to a blossom hung 
And stimulate my lagging pace, 
Just as I did when life was young. 


I see bright springing at my feet 
The gairish flowers I loved so much, 
That softly blushed when radiant heat 
Did their soft cheeks divinely touch. 
They are as fresh and balmy now, 
And seem as fondly dear to-day 
As when the dew was on my brow, 
And with their crowns I knelt to play. 
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20 A DAY IN THE Woops. 


The bed of Flags is flourishing 
As when I dug the bitter root ; 
The gelid soil from which they spring 
As quick to chill the hand and foot. 
To grasp once more the hoe and spade, 
Would be a pleasant task, methinks, 
And down among the rushes wade, 
And from my dorsum drive the wrinks. 


Where aqueous plants on dews are fed — 
Mosses on shriveled cedars grow, 
And hazy mist o’er all is spread, 
Rising from sluggish streams below — 
In yon secluded, shady glen, 
Where tangled meshes nature weaves, 
And rarely press the feet of men, 
The Sundew spreads its hairy leaves. 


The Dragon-fly, with brilliant wings, 
Ablazing in the radiant sun, 
His body bound with glittering rings, 
And spear with nice precision spun — 
Upon his head a dazzling crown, 
And plate of steel to shield his breast, 
King of the bog, soars up and down; 
No insect daring to molest. ‘ 


A DAY IN THE WOODS. 


Here strongly built of leaves and mud, 
Upon an alder tree I find 

A Hornet’s Nest, that has withstood 
Full many a blast of rain and wind. 

Should I molest the curious thing 
*Twould speedily about my ears 

Scores of revengeful insects bring, 


Prepared to insert their salient spears. 


The‘ Hornet, bold and spiteful, feeds 
On worms and flesh. He oft assails 
The unconscious sparrow in his needs, 
And with a daring pluck prevails. 
With a voracious appetite, 
A formidable foe, he hangs 
To spiders, grubs and flies, despite 
Their efforts to evade his fangs. 


A noble Steed, in yonder field, 


Rolls playful o’er. Iron-clad, his hoofs 


Gleam in the sunshine as a shield, 

Or flash like panes on distant roofs. 
He springs upon his feet again, 

And through the pasture tears away ; 
Long streaming out his shaggy mane; 

Now halting with a thundering neigh. 
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22 A DAY IN THE WOODS. 


Here glides a cosy, modest Stream, 

As if it were afraid to go 
Beneath the stately oaks that seem, 

Stern and severe, their shades to throw, 
Coldly, its winding path along. 

But yet it sparkles, slips and winds, 
Pouring a fascinating song, 

Which to the soul an entrance finds. 


The odorous Pennyroyal spreads 
Across the dry and sterile plain, 
And through the air a fragrance sheds, 
Bringing dear memories back again. 
Its calyx, beautifully blue, 
And delicate, soft clustered flowers, 
The keenness of those days renew 
When wonder seized the witching hours. 


In mossy wood and cold peat bog, 
Trailing upon the humid ground, 
Where settles down an August fog, 
The acetous Cranberry is found. 
Once it was suffered to decay, 
And waste its substance on the air: 
In this utilitarian day 
The beds are watched with prudent care. 
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Here stands a patriarchal tree, 
Extending wide its branches vast ; 
Prince of the oaks it seems to be: 
Far in the vale its shade is cast, 
Affording comfort to the throngs 
Of beasts and birds, in summer time, 
That rest beneath, or trill their songs: 
It is a spectacle sublime. 


In nature’s ranks I’ve never seen 
An object, source of more delight, 
In meadow, forest, or ravine, 
Or that so glorifies the sight, 
In its full strength of beauty spread, 
Than a grand tree, symmetrical, 
To which instinctively I’m led, 
And at its shrine admiring fall. — 


He speaks: the monarch of the woods: 
His long, broad arms in grandeur wave: 
“Sovereign of these deep solitudes, 
I’ve lived a thousand years to brave 
The wintry storms. I’ve heard the yell 
Of savage tribes that gathered here 
In deadly strife; but may not tell 
The crimes that made revenge so dear. 
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* The pipe of peace was smoked again ; 
Again the red men whooped and danced ; 
They bounded over hill and plain, 
And with their shouts the hills entranced. 
They slew the lynx; they trailed the deer, 
And brought the haughty eagle down; 
While evening with its wassail cheer, 
Did their exciting labors crown. 


“ Later, the sturdy pilgrim made 
The forest to his mandate yield, 
Where all his future hopes were laid. 
Before him smiled the cultured field ; 
The mountains leaped from their repose, 
And health and plenty sealed his days: 
In his prosperity arose 
Warm, fervent prayer with grateful praise. 


“ The faint red man was forced to quit 
The pleasant homes his fathers knew — 
Where oft the council fires were lit, 
And he the bow unerring drew. 
He turned toward the setting sun, 
Urged by a stern command to bow, 
With kindly sympathy from none: 
‘Lo! the poor Indian!’ where art thou? 
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“ Once from a dark and threatening sky 
The sharp, empiercing lightning came; 
It made my limbs in splinters fly 
And stripped my bark with seething flame. 
I drooped, but with the spring revived ; 
I triumphed o’er the fearful shock, 
And for a century have thrived, 
The furious elements to mock. 


“ Here sprang the wild-cat, gnarled the bear, 
And when the cunning hunter came, 
He drove the cougar from his lair, . 
Whose eyeballs flashed with rage and flame. | 
The fox leaped over bush and brake, 
By hound pursued or whooping lad ; 
The fierce hawk and the envenomed snake 
Ah! many a sanguine conflict had. 


*“ The moose, unwieldy, in his tread 
Snapped tendertrees. Hetweaked the flowers 
That, bruised and crushed, their fragrance shed, 
Beguiling dark and lonely hours, 
Moonshiny nights the sapient owl 
Clung to my limbs and hooted long, 
While oft was heard a panther’s growl, 
Crouching the tangled quick among. 
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* The artful crow for centuries 

Her nest built on my topmost boughs, 
And reared her young amidst the cries 

Of wild warwhoops and crazed powwows. 
The golden birds attuned their lays, 

As flowery summers came and passed ; 
While in the sober autumn blaze 

A radiant light on all was cast. 


* ‘Twice I have heard red battle’s roar, 
Resounding far o’er hill and plain, 
While weltering in the dust and gore, 
Lay scores by shot or rapier slain. 
My graceful arms were torn and peeled, 
As sabers gleamed and bullets rung: 
The field was plowed....the forest reeled.... 
While fierce and sharp the contest hung. 


“ How long may stand my sturdy frame 
Heaven only knows. Rapt pilgrim, say, 
Would it not be a mortal shame 
If greed should tear my life away ? 
A shade and blessing I shall prove 
To generations yet to come, 
Who will regard me with that love 
Which fondly shrines a hallowed home.” 
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Wrought with exquisite taste and care, 
Half hidden by entwining leaves, 
That from the sweet, sunshiny air 
A mellow light and heat receives, 
Where purely white, two eggs I find, 
Warm from a mother’s downy breast, 
In soft and silky folds enshrined, 
A Humming-bird has built her nest. 


So sylph-like, bright and beautiful, 
I watch thee on the lily spray, 
Or flitting gayly o’er the pool — 
A blossom with the whiffs at play. 
Now resting by the forest sheen, 
Or winding with the gurgling stream 
Where all is flush and flowery green, 
Thou dost a wee-wee fairy seem. 


I find beneath the damp, cold trees, 
Dwarf Cornel with tenacious stem: 
Bright red ripe berries, such as these, 
The urchins plucked and relished them. 
Once more the grateful fruit I taste, 
Recalling fresh and buoyant days, 
When bounding over wold and waste 
Leaf, tree and flower inwrapped my gaze. 
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A dash of sunshine in the woods, 
Struggling to warm the fallow ground, 
Amid the rural solitudes, 
To shrub and vine is grateful found. 
Plants reach toward it. Insects flock 
To catch a soft and genial ray ; 
And e’en the cold, insensate rock 
Smiles where the radiant fingers play. 


Sweet star of morn, with beauty pied, 
The Daisy lifts its dewy cheek ; 
But not in haughtiness and pride, 
For it indeed is very meek. 
In virgin innocence beneath 
The hawthorn bush it loves unseen 
In dove-like modesty to breathe, 
And smile above its vest of green. 


Thou teachest me humility: 
I should be gentle, meek and mild ; 
From every selfish spirit free ; 
As truthful as a little child; 
Generous in thought; averse to wrong, 
And not a word my lips profane ; 
In dealing just; in virtue strong ; 
With grace to mellow grief and pain. 


————— 
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Amid coarse sands and shattered rocks, 
Branches outspread and stems erect, 
There springs a showy bed of Phlox, 
With corymbs, white and crimson decked. 
Should winds arise and blasts assail, 
For a short season it may droop, 
But with the sunshine will prevail, 
And rise more vigorous from the stoop. 


The wary Yellow-hammer flies 

Far distant, warbling through the trees ; 
And, half articulate, he cries, 

“ A bit of bread and che-ee-ees.” 
His wings have a peculiar flirt, 

Winding among the shrubs and brakes ; 
Of danger he is on the alert 

And notes the path each sportsman takes. 


Leaves rough, heart-shaped, acuminate, 
Flowers sapphire blue and elegant, 
I rest awhile to contemplate 
The Succory —a favorite plant. 
O’erspreading fields, in perfect blooms, 
A finer sight I would not choose ; 
The dusty roadsides it illumes, 
And every sun its charm renews. 
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Graced with a form of varied dyes, 
Consuming scores of weetless mites, 
The steely Beetle downward flies, 
And on a wasted shrub alights. 
Prized by the rigid farmer, he 
Destroys the pests that waste his vines, 
Drives noxious insects from the tree 
And on their eggs and larve dines. 


Over a wild and modest rose, 
Chaste, sweet and delicately red, 
With fruit snow-white, smooth and globose, 
The Snowberry’s thick branches spread. 
The contrast, as they strike the eye, 
Awakes an animated zest: 
I rob the graceful witchery 
And hang it drooping to my breast. 


A Squirrel leaps from bush to tree; 
He flies along the craggy wall 
And lingers, sharply watching me, 
As, listening to my gentle call, 
He springs upon the mossy sod, 
And perks his ears and eats his meal, 
Then with a half familiar nod 
I see him to the bushes steal. 
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I marvel what the insects do 
That in such numbers round me swarm ; 
They feast on flowers, they drink the dew, 
And under petals, snug and warm, 
Their fairy beds ambrosial keep, 
Where in the cooling eve they hie, 
And softly, sweetly fall asleep, 
Lulled by the gentle zephyr’s sigh. 


A happy life indeed is theirs, 
To float amid the sunny rays, 
Or wander with the fragrant airs, 
And from the sparkling dew-drop’s blaze, 
Allure the beams to fleck their wings, 
Or on a dry, setaceous leaf, 
To sharpen their inveterate stings, 
To bring some enemy to grief. 


In graceful knots the Cowslips lift 

_ Their humble breathings to the skies, 

From flowers —(thanks, Father, for the gift)- 
On slender pedicels that rise. 

Dear from my childhood, they will yet 
Prove blessings through life’s lingering day, 

Amid the cares that chafe and fret 
And on the sparkling moments prey. 
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The Bulrush, round, erect, and smooth, 
Still dignifies the ditch and pond; 
With culms inviting, as when youth, 
Of pleasure and excitement fond, 
Doffed shoes and socks and waded far, 
The coveted long spires to seize: 
I seem to hear the loud huzza, 
Soiled trousers puckered to the knees. 


Off as distinctly I can see, 
Gracing the clover’s penciled crown, 
Like mimic sails upon the lea, 
Keen spiders’ webs flap up and down 
With every breeze. And yet such care 
The spinners on their work bestow, 
The flexile fabrics would not tear 
Should fierce north winds severely blow. 


The Woodpecker, with busy bill, 
I hear amidst the distant trees ; 
The Mock-bird sings; now all is still, 
Save the sharp, sonorific bees, 
Spinning o’er flower and clover-grass ; 
While shadows from the clouds, as slow 
And imperceptibly they pass, 
Seem sleeping in the vale below. 
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I see the quick-eyed Partridge spring 
To snap the silvery butterfly, 

That in the sunshine fluttering 
Suspects no enemy is nigh. 

He scratches o’er the rorid ground 
And gobbles the hemipterous bugs, 

And haunts recesses where abound 
The larvee of his favorite slugs. 


Wild Burdock, stern and healthy plant, 
With bristly stem and scabrous leaves, 
Prolific grows, an indicant 
From the salt sea it strength receives. 
Beyond, the slender Arrow Head, 
Uplifts its pale flowers to the breeze, 
Whose roots sometimes, in lieu of bread, 
The craving appetites appease. 


The spine upon the rising lands 
Still flourishes, with points as fierce 
As when they tore my tender hands, 
Or cruelly my flesh did pierce, 
As eagerly I pressed my way 
To pluck the fruit incarnadine: 
Ah! many a bracing, autumn day, 
What pleasing, healthful joys were mine! 
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A quiet stream beneath my feet 
Is trickling down. I hear it run, 
And see its modest wavelets beat 
While flashing in the effulgent sun. 
Blithe insects, rayed in colors bright, 
To circling sports betake themselves; 
Or gently sail on drops of light, 
With all the grace of fairy elves. 


The yellow Chat darts up and down, 
Toying upon a glittering spray ; 
The Spider-bird, with fiery crown, 
Intent to seize his wily prey, 
Keeps constantly upon the wing, 
Whilst the lone Whippoorwill, concealed 
In denser woods, content to sing, 
Less frequently attempts the field. 


With corymb of a rosy hue, 
The waxy Trumpet-weed springs up, 
Where it may catch the grateful dew, 
And sip it from its ruby cup. 
While many a plant affects the glade, 
With genial warmth and sunshine blest, 
This loves the valley and the shade, 
Where it can breathe and flourish best. 
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Coiled in a sunny recess lies 
A stripéd Snake. My footstep heard 
Arouses him: away he flies, 
Startling the rodent and the bird. 
This beauteous reptile is despised 
And shunned by man. ‘The reason why 
I know not, save his wiles disguised 
Brought death on Eve’s posterity. 


A “fierce, gray bird,” the Eagle soars; 
Of feathery tribe disdainful king ; 
Unflinching when the whirlwind roars 
And lightnings tear and thunders ring, — 
Sweeping the orient’s golden bars, 
His eye fixed to the burning sun, 
Above the clouds....beyond the stars... 
Unweariedly his course is on. 


Beside a thrifty, ashen brere, 
Its golden petals lifting up, 
To me and nature sweetly dear, 
Smiles a resplendent Buttercup. . 
Thy coy companions weeks ago 
Flushed, teased the bees and passed away ; 
But thou art kindly left to throw 
A blessing o’er this sultry day. 
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What object moving do I see, 

As towards the opening woods I look, 
Stirring the slender willow tree, 

And sliding down beside the brook? 
A Weasel, black and brown, I trow; 

He springs with a quick, earnest leap ; 
O’er stones and brush I watch him go; 

Now swimming where the lake is deep. 


His haunt is near the river’s bank, 
Where he can frogs and insects find, 
And fish, however stale and rank, 

Cast on the brook and lakelet’s rind. 
Though small, he proves a powerful foe 
To vermin in the grange and rick, 

As all sagacious farmers know, 
Far-sighted, sound and politic. 


As if distracted by the sound 
Of mingled jars and melodies, 
The Mocking-bird is skipping round 
Wildly amid the glimmering trees. 
Frequent his pleasing, but at times 
His harsh, discordant voice is heard, 
As with the varied notes he chimes 
Of stridulous and dulcet bird. 
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With blossoms panicled in spikes, 
And leaves triangular and pale, 
The Pigweed on low lands and dikes 

To fructify will never fail. 
I note in every path I tread 
The sodden earth it beautifies, 
While on the dainty knots outspread 
The grateful sun in beauty lies. 


High overarched by tangled trees, 
A wild and lovely arbor seems 
Designed by Nature’s heart to please, 
Such as oft flash in maidens’ dreams. 
Enraptured by the wild-wood song, 
With flowers enticingly dispersed, 
Beneath the shade I linger long, 
In sweet, delicious thought immersed. 


Among the tangled vines that creep 
Atween the hillocks, as I pass, 
I trip and fall adown the steep, 
On fragrant beds of meadow grass. 
Up in a trice, I move along 
Less careless than I was before, 
Reminded I am not as young 
As in the sprightly days of yore. 
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A gentle brook meanders here, 

And in its wild, sweet chirpings, hark! 
A pleasing strain regales my ear: 

“JT run through ridges cold and dark ; 
I wind around the peaceful leas; 

Refresh the roots of oak and pine; 
I dally with the mountain breeze ; 

I sparkle in the summer shine. 


**] glide by valleys; feed the mills; 
I fret amid the desert wild; 
Exhaust a dozen purling rills; 
I’m Nature’s trusting, happy child. 
I live in beauty, love and light ; 
I’m cheerful, blithesome, glad and gay ; 
With shadows of the darkest night 
I wind along; I dance and play. 


*« Amid the sharpest storms I sing; 

I’m cheery when the thunders roar ; 
I rock the bird with weary wing, 

And to the answering hills I pour 
Exultant lays. I lave the reeds 

That grace my sunny slopes and give 
Fresh life and beauty to the meads, 

And plants that on my bounty live. 
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“T hide beneath the hazy spruce; 

I glance beside the shelving rock; 
I give the maple half its juice, 

And satisfy the thirsty flock ; 
I creep along the silent woods ; 

All day I travel and rejoice ; 
Delight the fields and solitudes 

That listen to my chattering voice. 


‘The rushes kiss me as I pass; 
The swallow taps me with his wing; 
Fair maidens praise the faithful glass 
And rolic at my side and sing ; 
Faint travelers stop to allay their thirst ; 
Gay insects sport upon my breast, 
And if by rippling waves immersed 
The eager, sharp-eyed trouts arrest. 


“The willows reach their fingers down 
Among my ruffled fans to play 5 ; 
The lily lifts its vestal crown 
And shakes the pearly drops away ; 
The dainty, modest violet, 
Smiling upon the verdant banks, 
With my chaste, twittering waves I fret; 
I gently stir the osier ranks. 
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“‘T feed the minnows in my fold, 
Their silver bellies flashing out; 
Beside the sands of sparkling gold 
They leap up and they dash about: 
And when is heard a tramping foot, 
To broader depths they swiftly fly, 
Or hide beneath a straggling root, 
Until the stranger passes by. 
*“ On, on I flow; I dance; I toil; 
Amid the broom and rushes pass; 
Bring wealth to cheer the arid soil; 
I nourish roots of meadow grass ; 
I slip through field and green recess; 
O’er sparkling sands; by fen and glade ; 
I leap beside the water-cress ; 
I babble in the sun and shade. 


*“ As in the past, I slide; I go; 
Forever laughing as I sing; 

In sunlight and in starlight flow ; 
A blessing and a joy I bring. 

The same bright, mantling path I keep 
As in the dreamy ages gone; 

I wind; I twist; I dash; I leap; 
My course is on; forever on.” 


A = tie 
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Beneath the plaintive willow tree, 
Smooth, dainty, filiform and wild, 

Witches the Rue-anemone, 
The bristling rush’s favorite child. 

Its loose, small plumes gave rare delight 
When in the early spring I came, 

To pluck the flowers, elysian white, 
Christened by some bewitching name. 


Dropped from a marsh hawk, sailing forth, 
Upon the mere a Feather floats ; 
Collineating to the north, 
Its course a sultry day denotes. 
The Angle-worms with murky cells, 
Blockaded by instinctive care, 
Crawl out beneath the cowslip bells, 
To catch a breath of savory air. 


I lift a soggy stick, and lo! 
Life in a thousand forms is seen ; 
The sprightly earwig ; moving slow, 
The torpid mollusk; and atween, 
Enveloped in bright, shivery mail, 
Insects that sport a dozen feet ; 
Each silently repeats a tale 
Of strange and marvelous conceit. 
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Bright, beauteous bird, the Linnet loves 
To sport amid cruciferous meads, 
Where, as from bed to bed he roves, 
He feasts upon the thistle’s seeds. 
A prickly fortress is his nest, 
Inwove with wool and down and hair, 
Where to approach him and molest 
The barefoot urchin may not dare. 


An open space I enter now, 
Of hoary rocks and barren sands, 

W here a few straggling alders bow. 
Hey-day ! within the centye stands 
A clump of trees — two or three score ; 
Amid the waste an oasis: 

Entranced I linger to adore 
A scene so beautiful as this. 


A Puff-ball that is trod upon 

Sends forth a fume of yellow dust, 
Recalling scenes long past, when one, 

A roguish spright, for sport or gust, 
Gathered the fungus to distress 

His playmates as they skipped along: 
So now whene’er a bleb I press 

Before me leap a shouting throng. 


/ 
— on 22 — -_ 
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Courageous garden ravager, 
Blackbird, to thine few songs do I 
Among the varied notes prefer. 
They breathe such witching melody, 
That I could listen through the day, 
Beneath the bright, cerulean skies, 
To strains that chime in roundelay 
With nature’s visual harmonies. 


With spotted coats of carmine bright — 
O dearly beautiful to me! — 
Two gentle Lady-birds alight ; 
One on my sleeve; one on my knee ; 
And pleasant little friends they prove. 
In early days the maidens thought 
They flew with messages of love, 
That from far distant friends they brought. 


With powerful wing and sharp-edged bill, 
The Shrike rapacious flits away, 

O’er bush and hedge and turbid ghyll, 
On fledglings and on grubs to prey: 

Then to his distant nest he steals, 
Impaling them on thorn or tree, 

For mother bird to make her meals, 
Guarding her callow progeny. 
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Uprooted from yon hazy ridge, 

By northern gale or lightning stroke, 
That makes a rude, substantial Bridge, 

Has fallen a large, decaying oak. 
Across the gully, cold and damp, 

With careful step I move along, 
Reflecting that a sudden cramp 

Would seal my eyes and end my song. 


With spiny leaves, sea-blue below, 
And glossy white upon their face, 
The Junipers salebrous grow, 
And certes occupy the place 
They did thrice twenty years agone, 
When in the guilelessness of youth 
I plucked beneath an August sun 
The astringent berries, round and smooth. 


Of moist, rich soil an indicant, 
Growth of a single summer night, 

Up-springs the Mushroom — tender plant — 
To perish when the sun is bright. 

I often seized the fragile thing, 
And its soft rounded thallus peeled, 

To scan each white and polished ring 

_ Its radiating gills concealed. 
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Dark-brown and styiped, with pointed nose, 
Running along....his tail erect.... 

And leaping where the water flows — 
Whose pungent weapon to protect, 

Is only tried when foes molest — 
An inoffensive Skunk I see: 

Who know his habits prize him best, 
And shield his life from injury. 


He drives the rodents from the farm 
That gnaw the vines and sap the trees, 
And frights the crows that do the harm 
Among the corn hills, wheat and peas. ° 
If near a cot he choose to stray 
He’s harmless as a cherished pet, 
And with the hare will skip and play; 
And justice will be done him yet. 


The arrowy Swallows, rushing by, 
Wind swiftly through the opening wold: 
Ill luck to every larve or fly 
Their sharp and piercing eyes behold. 
In summers past I’ve often seen 
Their nests beneath the gutters strung, 
And watched them as they darted in, 
With loaded bills to feed their young. 
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Avoiding day’s bright, glaring eye, 
Inhaling nature’s balmy dew, 

There sweetly smiles, where shadows lie, 
The trembling Harebell, purely blue. 

In dreamy solitude it hides, 
Screened from the sun’s oppressive heat: 

Cool, moistened dells, by mountain sides, 
Are made its favorite retreat. 


Bespeckled o’er with green and gold 

A Frag leaps forth. In youth it pleased, 
The rana in my hand to hold, 

And stroke his back. Not yet has ceased 
My warm regard for him. He jumps 

Upon dead limbs and sedgy heaps ; 
Now squats on old decaying stumps; 

Anon into the bog he leaps. 


The wild red Rose is in its bloom, 
Beside an old and crazy ranch, 

. Scenting the air with rich perfume ; 
While on an oak’s extended branch 

The modest Red-breast sweetly sings, 
His tender mate alistening near ; 

From limb to limb he gayly springs, 
Timid and yet devoid of fear. 


EEE 
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Yon sapling which a gentle twist 
Would sacrifice, in years ahead 
The storms of winter may resist, 
And wide and high its branches spread ; 
While seeds that burst beneath my feet 
May yet become majestic trees, 
To strengthen some devoted fleet, 
Amid the thundering of the seas. 


Where in the spring the water flows 
And only lingering plants appear, 
Mixed with the Dock, strong-scented, grows 
Spontaneously the Wormwood here: 
An herb that prudent matrons sought 
And hung within a niche to dry: 
For epidemics it was thought 
An efficacious remedy. 


I cut my flesh in squeezing through 
A dense, rough thicket. Just beyond 
A pleasing landscape opes to view, 
Made glorious by a crystal pond, 
Where in relaxing hours I strayed, 
When life was fresh and spirits gay, 
And in the sun and shadow played, 
As music stole the hours away. 
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I stood on a sleek, milky stone 
And listened to the tinkling bell 
Of mountain sheep, or to the lone 
Lamb, bleating in the hazy dell— 
While knap and vale and flowers and trees 
Seemed Eden’s freshness to renew, 
And vying with the loch to please 
Inimitable pictures drew. 


T saw the laughing floweret peep 
Beneath its shady leaves to see 
The sinuous caterpillars creep 
Among the archaic shrubbery ; 
Whilst the southwest, that gently tossed 
The undulating blossoms, brought 
Rare, sylphid insects, gold-embossed, 
That passing elegant I thought. 


In early spring, soon as the snow 
And ice begun to disappear, 
I saw the sweet Galanthus throw 
Out to the sun its smile of cheer. 
From little frozen hills between 
It burst the cold and rigid ground, 
And with its flowers atipped with green 
Made cheerful everything around. 
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A sand-bank, where the swallows came 
And hollowed out their cosy nests, 
Did long my rapt attention claim. 
The happy birds were fairy guests: 
In and about without a fear 
They darted, chattering as they flew, 
And sometimes rushed so very near 
My cheeks would feel the air they drew. 


I watched a spider cast his line 
And brace it to a distant tree, 
And marveled at the strange design 
Of one diminutive as he. 
As if it was a steely thread, 
Up and along the wire he ran, 
And seemed to be — thus thought was led — 
Half as intelligent as man. 


The flashing leaves were written o’er 
With notes and canticles divine, 
Sung by the birds who loved to pour 
Melodious strains at nature’s shrine. 
So cheerfully they flitted round 
In sun and shade, by bush and tree, 
And so much real comfort found, 
They struck a fount of joy in me. 
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The hissing of a Snake alarmed, 
As he came bobbing through the grass ; 
I had no inkling to be charmed, 
So stepped aside and let him pass. 
The Raccoon and the Woodchuck crossed 
My lonely path without a fear: 
As if his reckoning had been lost 
I saw the wily Fox appear. 


The tassels of the silvery Fern, 
How wondrous beautiful they were! 
"Twas fancy led me to discern 
Amidst the fringe a messenger, 
That seemed to speak in gentle tone, 
Persuading to the truth and right — 
So that in darkness and alone 
Virtue would prove a guiding light. 


Beside the flossy mole-hills grew 
Tall Tiger-lilies, flecked and prank, 
Through which the Chewink graceful flew, 
Scaling the green and flowery bank ; 
Whose fascinating song when he 
Perched on a limb, above his nest, 
Rang out, ‘“ Che-che-o-de-de,” 
Made me a most enlivened guest. 
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The Linnet’s chirp, the Finch’s trill, 
The lulling of the winding streams.... 

Shadows slow creeping o’er the hill — 
And flashing in his radiant beams, 

Touched gently by the glancing sun, 
Dew-drops asleeping in the grot, 

Where there was little heat or none, 
Made it seem like a fairy spot. 


When from a lengthened walk I found 
My limbs were dragging heavily, 
I sat upon a verdant mound, 
Leaning against a beechen tree, 
And caught the grateful breeze that came, 
To fan my brow and toss my hair, 
From the magnolian beds of flame, 
That with their fragrance filled the air. 


To melting tones I listened long 
From quivering floss and dancing spray, 
And to the bee’s triumphant song, 
While bearing stolen sweets away. 
Low to the ground I placed my ear, 
Where insects rollicked to and fro, 
And fancied I could faintly hear 
Elysian strains harmonious flow. 
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I would renew those haleyon hours, 
Again the wondrous landscape see, 
And in an atmosphere of flowers 
Trip the wild butterfly and bee: 
For one dear hour to be a child, 
And o’er the grass and blossoms skip, 
With nature frolicsome and wild, 
Would be like nectar to the lip. 


It is my weakness, and ye may 

Smile at the folly manifest; 
But I do love to sit and play 

With the bright daisy’s golden crest; 
To kiss the cheeks of ruddy morn, 

And chase the shadows o’er the plain, 
I feel —I know I was not born 

A slave forever to remain 


Amid the city’s bustling throng ; 
Pushed by the surging crowd aside ; 

A huckster’s brawl my dainty song; 
Gold and display provoking pride ; 

My landscape, tiles, or chantry’s nave ; 
And for the sweet, refreshing air, 

Fumes from the filthy meerschaum slave, 
Insulting virtue everywhere: 


—— 
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Instead of streams and flashing rills, 
To see the gutter’s turbid flow: 
And for a song-bird’s mellow trills, 
To hear them grinding as they go, 
Huge vehicles along the street ; 
And for the flower’s rich, brilliant crown, 
Where every breath is purely sweet, 
See haggard want’s distressful frown. 


For butterflies and honey-bees, 
And insects dressed in gems and gold, 
That play about the flowering trees, 
Are seen repulsive, stark and cold, 
Dull, slimy creatures, crawling round, 
With goggled eyes and frightful ears; 
And to relieve the sterile ground 
Not one sly blade of grass appears. 


Gay bell-flower beds are zine and copper ; 
Hares, curs a-snarling at the heels; 

The blithe and debonair grasshopper, 
The cockroach in the urn that steals; 

.The enlivening music which awakes 
Strange, pure emotions in the breast, 

The curse that from the inebriate breaks, 
Or plaint from poverty distressed. 
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The sky is but a smoky dome, 
Frowning on bleak and dismal walls ; 
The playful streamlet’s silvery foam 
The froth that in the pantry falls. 
The birds are caged or clipt in wing, 
And lose their freedom as they try 
To soar to heaven: and when they sing 
Their notes are stridulous and dry. 


The daisied sods are peaks and stones; 
The golden sands, saw-dust and grit ; 
The flashing sunshine, bleaching bones ; 
Dew on the wold, tobacco spit. 
It cannot be ’twas nature’s plan 
To chain me to the rampant throng, 
And so I steal, whene’er I can, 
To glen and glade, and linger long. 


I read on each awakening flower, 
On quivering leaf and penciled stalk, 
The wisdom and the wondrous power 
Of Him, companion in my walk, 
Who opes to my enraptured view 
The glories of the field and stream — 
Who those unrivaled pictures drew 
That make the woods elysian seem. 
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Shaking the dew-drops from the grass, 
Leaving a narrow track behind, 
I note a small gray Rabbit pass, 
And in among the bushes wind. 
Destructive to the trees, the wretch 
Strips off the bark, and then as high, 
Standing erect, as he can stretch, 
His claws upon the limbs will try. 


Beside the swamps, cold, damp and salt, 
With its bright leaves and purple flowers, 
To pluck the Rosemary I halt, 
As oft I did in gayer hours: 
But not as then to bear away 
The astringent root. Well pleased I bring 
Back the remembrance of that day, 
And life ’s once more a golden spring. 


Wild, prickly Bramble of the brake, 
How often were my fingers torn, 
When eagerly I pressed to take 
Thy fruit, well guarded by a thorn. 
Sometimes, among the berries prized, 
O Gemini! I would detect 
A nauseous minimus disguised, 
I had no scruples to eject. 


a 
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Blue-bird, with broad and open wings, 
Quivering upon a leafy spray, 

How joyously thy warbling rings! 
A dainty, captivating lay. 

Thou holdest still the ancient nest, 
Which in the hollow of a tree 

For many a year has been possessed 
By a canorous ancestry. 


Thou art so free from strife and pride; 
Thy natural music is so sweet ; 
The farmers oft a house provide 
A pleasant, cosy, safe retreat.... 
Where thou canst rear a tender brood, 
And at thy pleasure sing and play, 
And by the door-step pick thy food, 
So long as wintry storms delay. 


A rough ‘and crooked Apple-tree 
Atween two sturdy cedars grows, 
Which has withstood a century 
Bleak northern storms and winter’s snows. 
Bright pippins my young fancy took, 
As hither in the fall I came, 
When hanging o’er the troutling-brook 
They seemed to be alive with flame. 
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When fully ripe the fruit I found 
So fascinating to the taste, 
I picked the wind-falls from the ground, 
And in my tiffin-basket placed 
For future need. It seems to me 
The apples now we dearly pay for, 
Cultured with care and nicety, 
Have not that rich, delicious flavor. 


Through the sparse foliage, on the marsh, 
Distinctly seen, with crest erect, 

A Heron stands. His voice, though harsh, . 
Familiar once, I can detect 

From all the birds aquatical, 
Nourished upon our saline banks... 

His feathers, as the sunbeams fall, 
Glitter like spears in battle ranks. 


A fowling-piece discharged, outrings, 
Reverberating through the pines, 

And scares the bird. Instant he springs, 
Spreads wide his pinions and inclines, 

Gyrating, to the sea, until 
Amid the clouds he melts away ; 

Whilst I, charmed with the prospect, still 
Watch sparkling leaves and sunbeams play. 
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Pacing the oblique and flexile shore 
Full many an orifice I find ; 
While forced from out a mystic pore 
Toward me a jet is oft inclined. 
Though dull and veiled, the torpid clamps 
Are still beneath dear Nature’s care, 
Who e’en inornate thece stamps, 
Proving Divinity is there. 


Guarding the shore huge ledges stand, 
Washed by the waves for centuries, 

Where, as if clenched by iron band, 
Cling firmly the Cirripedes. 

The sea may rage and chafe and wear, 
With all its power concentrated, 

It has not force enough to tear 
Crustacea from their sturdy bed. 


The sable Coots are seen in flocks 
Riding the light, marmorial waves: 
Sometimes they play among the rocks, 
But when alarmed to lucid caves 
Submerge and long concealed remain, 
Their bills oft jutting from the sea: 
When danger’s past they rise again 
And breast the billows gracefully. 
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Poised o’er the swift, profluent tide, 
A savage Hawk, in flushed array, 
With talons sharpened at his side, 
Is watching his unconscious prey. 
A moment and he cuts the flood; 
He sallies forth and upward bounds, 
With sudak writhing, while the blood 
Drops freely from its mortal wounds. 


Here Shells of varied types I find, - 
Cast up by the rebellious sea ; 
Some with carmine superbly lined, 
That in the sun’s rays brilliantly 
Flash on the waves. Some dark and old, 
To quartz and slate are more allied, 
Whilst others with a tinge of gold 
By skill divine are clarified. 


A few rare specimens I take, 
Some laboratory to enrich, 
That may in dormant minds awake 
A passion for a science which 
A blessing and a joy may prove, 
And lead the young, awakening thought 
To Him, who, infinite in love, 
Such marvelous conception wrought. 
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Hark! ’tis the shrill and piping cry 

Of sharp King-fisher. In his flight, 
So rapidly he passes by, 

He looks a vein of azure light. 
Beautiful bird! thy home is near 

The stormy beach, where roaring seas 
Bring richer music to thine ear 

Than soft and sylvan melodies. 


A Star-fish thrown upon the shore, 
Struggling for life and water, draws 
Attention now. Ah! once he tore 
My bait with his devouring claws, 
Compelling me to resupply, 
When for a perch intently bent. 
Helpless, thou shalt not lingering die ; 
I lift thee to thy element. 


I watch the Ocypodian 
As he glides softly o’er the sand; 
His dozen legs fly swifter than 
Fleet shuttles in a weaver’s hand. 
Ten thousand insects, large and small, 
Run, leap and crawl on either side; 
The bounteous Lord who made them all 
Sees every monad’s want supplied. 
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Where’er I turn existence springs; 
Rift, nook and crevice are alive, 
And e’en the nether boulder rings 
With vital powers that sway and thrive. 
All have their microcosms in which 
To live, and love, and propagate ; 
On mountain top; in erypt and ditch; 
Each one is happy with his state. 


As slow the waves retreat is seen 
Stretched on the river’s turbid marge 
A flock of snow-white Gulls, between 
The kelps a-feeding. What a targe 
For some proud sportsman! He could rake, 
With aim unerring, half a score. 
Such a position I might take 
Were not my sporting season o’er. 


Here the wild Ocean ebbs and flows 
As it has ebbed and flowed before ; 
How many ages no one knows; 
A hundred thousand years or more. 
Ere man was formed, or angels sung, 
Or Pleiades in splendor glowed ; 
When Arcturus and Mars were young, 
In grandeur and in strength it flowed. 
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Still on will roll the restless tide, 
When he who gazes and admires, 
Decrepit, shall be laid aside, 
And every living soul expires ; 
Proving to millions yet to be, 
In every age and every clime, 
The power of Him who made the sea, 
Glorious, almightily sublime. 


Trailing in dust upon the ground 
Yon nether whinny branches rise: 
Ha! ha! slow creeping I have found 
A Turtle which to jeopardize 
His liberty has come to view. 
The sluggish thing I will not seize, 
But guard him as he struggles through 
Quitch shrubbery and drowsy trees. 


The long Spear-grass I gathered once 
And filled my pannier and my lap; 
I left my books like a young dunce 
To weave a cool and janty cap. 
Busy through all the day I sat, 
Consuming bright, sunshiny hours, 
Beside the soft and glossy plat, 
Companion to the birds and flowers. 
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To labor I was more intent — 
To draw the threads and twist the braid — 
Where all my energies were bent, 
With only simple nature’s aid, 
Than in some projects since devised, 
Demanding energy and thought ; 
And when accomplished, less were prized, 
Nor half the real pleasure brought. 


A quiet stream is fretting through 
The underbrush; and when a ray « 
From Phebus strikes the unwasted dew 
That lingers in the trembling spray, 
It sparkles radiantly bright ; 
And with sweet music, as from heaven, 
The inspiration and delight 
Throw me in a delicious sweven. 


Springs in the vale a hardy vine, 
Bearing a delicate white flower, 
Whose petioles round shrubs entwine 
For its support: “tis Virgin’s Bower. 
When it’s in fruit in feathery tails, 
The seeds upon the branches full, 
Tit titillated by the gales, 
Appear like tufts of subtile wool. 
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The exhilarating notes I hear 
Of a sweet warbler in the grove; 
Like tinkling bells, distinct and clear, 
How they awake my latent love! 
They take me back to brighter days, 
When stealing from the idle throng, 
Disrelishing youth’s empty plays, 
I feasted on the wondrous song. 


Within a fragrant, plushy bed, 
The Checkerberry plant is seen, 
As tempting, beautifully red, 
With its bright, glossy leaves of green, 
As when I plucked the grateful fruit ; 
And now with keenest relish I 
Pull the peduncles by the root, 
A dormant taste to gratify. 


The Ivy, creeping o’er the ledge, 
Moss covered, wrinkled, old and gray, 
Seems to enjoy the privilege 
Around its hoary head to play. 
It twists and curls; runs up and down, 
And stretches its long fingers out, 
To clasp the Sunflower’s golden crown, 
And sweeter blooms that dance about. 
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With stems procumbent, trim and small, 
The gentle Pearlwort spreadeth wide ; 
A graceful, bright perennial, 
Whose favorite bed is near the tide. 
To scan its buds I would not miss, 
As modestly they burst and flower: 
How oft with humble plants like this 
I’ve passed a profitable hour. 


With plumage brown and jetty black, 
And tinged with chestnut, slaty gray, 

The Chaffinch flitteth o’er my track, 
And merrily sings his roundelay. 

His cosy nest, disguised and rare, 
Escapes all but the keenest eye — 

Constructed with instinctive care, 
With bark in perfect harmony. 


I watch him as he nears the spring, 
To dip his beak and cool his breast ; 
With globules dropping from his wing, 
And chattering as if love caressed ; 
A few bright moments he consumes, 
And seeing no obtruder nigh, 
Shakes his affused and glossy plumes, 
And trims his ruffled pens to fly. 
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Now blithely swinging to and fro, 
Upon an alder bush I see 
Twin Orioles, whose vestments glow 
In Sol’s bright rays, how splendidly! 
Beside a bed of juniper, 
A fresh worm dangling from its bill, 
A Sparrow lights. I fear to stir, 
But unobserved I watch, until 


To her soft, mossy nest she runs 

To feed her young. Gently I rise, 
And there behold the little ones 

Nestling unfledged, with diamond eyes, 
And mouths extended to receive 

The needful food the mother drops; 
Well pleased the cunning birds I leave, 

Whilst in and out the parent hops, 


Trembling with fear should I molest 
The tender brood. For half an hour 
I linger by the downy nest, 
Regaled by varied shrub and flower. 
I rouse me as there pours a song, 
Enchanting as was ever heard: 
I listen, listen, listen long, 
Whilst every pulse of joy is stirred. 
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I blench the artificial sounds 
Of organ, bugle, hautboy, flute ; 
Their soft or grill artistic rounds 
Do not my craving nature suit. 
But through the day, and all the year, 
A charmed disciple [ could be 
To the full, free, outgushing cheer, 
That flows, O sovereign bird, from thee. 


I would not step one inch aside 

To list the grandest music made, 
With all the agony of pride, 

By instrumental pomp displayed: 
But thy angelic notes to me 

Are so enlivening, fresh and clear, 
That I would travel land and sea 

One sweet, seraphic song to hear. 


’T is real melody. I feel, 
In each adytum of the soul, 
Its wild and sweet enchantment steal, 
And every grosser sense control. 
Charmed, awed and dumb, the earth and sky 
Melt into beauties unsurpassed, 
While swift the dazzling moments fly, 
And I’m in rapt elysium cast. 


> 
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Who taught thee, wondrous bird, to sing, 
In notes mellifluous and divine, 
Which o’er the glowing valleys ring 
And stir the heart of rock and pine? 
That waft thee on the sunny wave, 
O’er tarn and hight, ravine and brake, 
Who those ethereal pinions gave, 
And plumage of delicious make? 


When from a long and death-like sleep 
Inspiring suns the flowers awoke, 
Who guided thee, that course to keep, 
Through adverse winds and storms that broke, 
These verdant slopes and lawns to reach, 
To build thy nest and rear thy young, 
And those instructive lessons teach 
That move in praise the thankful tongue? 


The great All-wise, supreme in power, 
Who reared the mountains, rolled the seas, 
Whose wisdom flecks the meanest flower — 
Flashes on streams and glows in trees; 
*Twas He who formed thy scandent wings, 
And taught thee how to build thy nest, 
And struck that wondrous song that rings 
Through every fibril of my breast. 
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With petals of a varied hue 

The Primrose nods me as I pass, 
And Pansies, delicately blue, 

Smile sweetly mid the quaking grass. 
Stretched all along, a glorious train 

Of flowers enkindles heart and eye ; 
I gaze enraptured —gaze again — 

And feast to a satiety. 


With such dear flowers, some friends, I pray, 
May deck the grave where I shall lie, 
To cheer the hours tat glide away, 
And fill the air with fragrancy. 
"T will soothe a dying hour to know 
I shall not slumber unforgot — 
That tender hearts their love will show, 
And beautify the hallowed spot. 


The Plantain, with its graceful spike, 
And parallel-ribbed leaves, appears 
To flourish best a-near the dike. 
Ah! many an hour the mimic spears 
Gave pleasure to the childish heart. 
Seated beside a ribgrass bed, 
The bonny flowers I’d pull apart, 
And dainty petals round me spread, 
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Within this narrow circle I 
With profit could the summer pass, 
Studying the large variety 
Of plants that with the humblest class. 
The tiniest leaf, the slenderest blade, 
Has types peculiarly its own, 
And every student’s richly paid 
To whom its mystery is known. 


"T was more than threescore years ago 

I stood beneath this aged oak, 
A-gathering nuts, before the snow 

The dry leaves mantled with its cloak. 
It was an easy task to fill 

My hempen bag and bear away 
The pungent fruit, to keep until 

Some cheerless, cold and bitter day. 


Ah! many a wintry hour was passed 
Before the bright, rock-maple fire, 
When beat the wind and roared the blast, 
Commingled with the storm-god’s ire, 
Roasting the acrid nuts to make 
Them friable, soft and savory : 
Fond, grateful memories awake, 
As scenes long past come fresh to me. 
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A Bee improves the giddy hour 

Where sacchariferous plants are found; 
He lights upon a fragile flower, ° 

And bears it half-way to the ground. 
He rises with a powdery thigh, 

And full, completely rounded sack, 
To his dear, cherished hive to fly, 

And carefully his load unpack. 


Here grows a tree, whose bark is worn— 
The wood beneath a dingy glaze— 
Caused by the sheep at night and morn, 
Abrading as they come to graze. 
And straying cattle oft are seen 
Rasping the solitary beech, 
Passing adown the dark ravine, 
The cool, refreshing stream to reach. 


Beneath the broomy junipers 
A startled Partridge springs: away 
Among the distant pines he whirs: 
While near the hazelly shaw at play, 
I'wo young brown Rodents I perceive, 
As they leap up and sprightly run. 
Them to their innocence I leave, 
Pleased to have seen their sport begun. 


T1 
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Here floats the glittering Butterfly, 
As merry a one it seems to be, 
As caught the enthusiastic eye 
And won the heart of infancy. 
With radiance borrowed from the cloud, 
The virgin rainbow and the skies, 
Well may the wondrous thing be proud 
To vie with blossoms as he flies. 


Over the alders and the furze, 
Floating among the twinkling trees, 
Or lighting on the prickly burs, 
Companion of the humming bees, 
I watch him closely, long and far; 
Now lost, now lifting to the sight, 
Now hidden as a weakly star, 
When lurid clouds obscure its light. 


It is high noon, and vertical 

The sun pours down, and so awhile, 
Seated upon a mossy fell 

I rest, entranced with Heaven’s own smile. 
Beneath the blue and matchless sky, 

Aweary with the morning’s walk, 
To muse and feast, what luxury! 

And with kind, sovereign nature talk, 
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Sweet, pleasant sounds attract the ear, 
From insects, active and minute, 
That in the sunny rays appear, 
And seem so tenderly to suit 
The mood of the quiescent mind ; 
While every living thing betrays 
Some presence, bountiful and kind, 
Inciting to adore and praise. 


A cloud drifts in and hides the sun; 
Its shadow creeps o’er fell and tree; 
Big drops of water fall and run 
Adown the sprigs, and pleasantly 
They trolic midst the dancing sand, 
Refreshing insect, bird and flower ; 
While underneath an oak I stand 
Inspired by the delightful shower. 


The rain is o’er; the cloud has passed ; 
The valleys smile; the mountains dance ; 
A mellow loveliness is cast 
O’er all the eye’s inheritance. 
The Cedar and the Hackmatack 
Sing jocund to the thrilling breeze ; 
Their welcome notes are echoed back 
By grateful, juvenescent trees. 
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The wild Fox-grape, the Dracena, 
With fresher, brighter beauty glows; 
‘The umbellate Angelica 
Around a sweeter fragrance throws. 
The Gentian looks grateful up ; 
The Viburnum has lost its frown ; 
And brighter shines the Cliver’s cup— 
The Diapensia’s silver crown. 


The Galium and Eglantine 
Breathe aroma o’er nature’s face; 
The Pimpernel is more divine; 
More beautiful the reedy Mace. 
The Spruce and Oak no longer wear 
A hazy trim. Resounding Firs 
Flash in the fresh and savory air; 
Inspiring dance the Junipers. 


The Hares go leaping through the brush ; 
The elusive Kildee whirs away ; 
The swollen Streams rejoicing rush, 
And with the silvery Osiers play. 
Zolus, with its pulses stirred, 
Exhilarates me as it goes ; 
Revivifies the according bird; 
Peers from its nook the Squirrel’s nose, 


s 
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To snuff the pure, reviving air ; 
More lively ply the active Bees ; 

And insects, as in grateful prayer, 
Bend lowly to the weeping trees, 

Whose pearly drops are falling down 
And sparkling on the sunny slant; 

Transcendently the scene to crown 
All Nature’s heart is jubilant. 


Above the trees.,..beyond the hills 

A Rainbow’s brilliant arch is seen ; 
One half the hemisphere it fills 

With sapphire, purple, gold and green; 
So beautiful that I could gaze 

Long hours upon the splendid view; 
Lifting to Heaven deep, reverent praise, 

Whose hand the gorgeous picture drew. 


A leaf falls on the scrambling brush, 
The first that faded and decayed ; 
While on the solemn stillness, hush ! 
I seem to hear this truth essayed : 
“O mortal! thou wilt fade like me; 
Though strength and beauty be thy trust, 
In a few summers thou wilt be 
Allied to ashes and to dust. 


76 A DAY IN THE WOODS. 


* No record will remain to tell 
That I had life. Thou hast within 
A spirit indestructible, 
Which, purified from earth and sin, 
Will rise to glorious scenes beyond; 
Be kindred to an angel’s heart ; 
And where—indissoluble bond— | 
God, soul and heaven, will never part.” 


These little hills were raised by Moles, 
Where they can rear a tender brood ; 
With chambers in their murky holes’ 
For nests of leaves and slives of wood. 
So exquisite their sense of smell, 
With hearing signally acute, 
For a long distance they can tell 
When grubs approach, or drops the fruit. 


To breathe the air and sunshine, see! 
Peep from the center of yon hill 

A glossy pair. They seem to be 
Enjoying nature to their fill. 

They slip along the velvet mound; 
Beneath the tender grasses creep ; 

And, startled by each rustling sound, 
A sharp lookout for foes they keep. 
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I spring to catch a trending limb, 

And hang upon it as I did | 
In jolly days. It is a whim — 

If wrong to indulge, kind Heaven, forbid — 
_That I am supple, lithe and spry ; 

Can run and leap o’er stream and mound: 
Exuberant, my strength I try: 

Huzza! I stumble on the ground. 


I chase the butterfly and bee 
For very fun. I press to climb 
The rough, old, gnarléd acorn tree, 
As if each twig would prove a rime ; 
But find, alas! though will be strong, 
Nerve is not equal to the mind; 
And half exhausted move along, 
To Nature’s syntaxis resigned. 


With loose raceme and ovate leaves, 
- And long dense spike of yellow flowers, 
The green and woolly Mullein weaves 
Delightful thoughts through golden hours. 
It grows spontaneously around, 
In every winding path I take, 
And beautifies the sterile ground, 
More frail and tender plants forsake. 
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In reddish brown and purple dressed, 
With jetty black and azure wings, 
And on his head a spotted crest — 
Whose cry throughout the forest rings, 
Whene’er a sportsman’s step he hears — 
Dashing with frantic speed away, 
Alarming and exciting fears, 
Lo! the proud, paraphastie Jay. 


Caw! caw!— it is the artful Crow 
That proves a wily enemy 
To beds the farmers early sow, 
And often robs the hennery. 
He steals birds’ eggs, young hares attacks, 
And shell-fish from the river’s edge 
Ingeniously he lifts, and cracks 
By dropping on a flinty ledge. 


Ah! here’s a Huckleberry field, 
Upon a low and brambly waste: 
The branches an abundance yield, 
Inviting me to pluck and taste. 
The blue and luscious fruit recalls 
Scenes of a bright and happy day, 
Eschewing dust and heated walls, 
My nimble feet would hither stray. 
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Should wandering gaffer meet me here, 
Sitting upon a mossy stone, 
He plodding on might think it queer 
To find me laggard and alone. 
Iam not idle. Can I be, 
When vale and hill with beauty glow, 
And zephyrs wake rare melody, 
Cold sybarites can never know? 


The mind, to rustic seeming dull, 
Was ne’er more earnestly applied, 
To study nature, brimming full 
Of miracles on either side. 
Each tantalizing object gives 
Food to the soul, while it retains 
Much that the present hour survives, 
And funds of sterling knowledge gains. 


The obese and clumsy Beetle flies, 

As if purblind, against my hat; 
Falls to the earth and struggling dies, 
Food for the emmet and the bat. 

Mosquitoes, still voracious, cling, 
If off my guard, to hand or neck; 

But to the sharp, malignant sting, 
Quick motion is a fatal check. 
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The Ants, industrious, at my feet 
Are rearing walls of stone around 
Their murky dwellings. Summer’s heat 
Disturbs them not; for they are bound 
To store a home when winter’s snow 
Prevents their egress from the sod; 
Such prescience and wisdom show | 
An instinct that must come from God. 


With bluish flowers, in roral bed, 
Breathing its fragrance without stint, 

That hither pleased my step has led, 
Rank grows the dainty Peppermint. 

Its acute leaves with whorls of grace 
In early days were dear to me; 

So on my breast the mentha place, 
That I one hour a child may be. 


Within the clear, transparent brook, 
How silently the shadows rest! 
As I bend o’er, with eager look, 
And view the skies beneath its breast, 
The feeling rises — can it be 
An idle fancy, nothing more ? — 
A single plunge and I should see 
The glories of a brighter shore. 
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The birds fly o’er the waters bright ; 

I see their counterparts below ; 
It spurs a charming, fresh delight, 

As swiftly through the lake they go. 
The silver fishes sometimes try 

To tweak the shadows as they pass3 
They are deceived, as often I, 

In some elusive chase. Alas! 


"Tis sweet to linger by the stream 
And hear the silver-waters play, 
And feel, as in a pleasant dream, 
The golden moments steal away — 
To catch the spirit hovering near 
Of music, poesy and song, 
As if the souls were wandering here, 
Of Wiuis, PERCIVAL and Lona. 


The tassels of the mountain pine, 
Pendant beneath the witching stems, 
Glow with a soft, vivacious shine, 
Like brilliant, shivery diadems, 
Whene’er the sun, a-struggling through 


The stark, dense foliage, wooes the trees: 


A scene more rare than Lorraine knew, 
The subtle eye delighted sees. . 
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The wild Moss Pink, so common here, 
Spreads like a mat upon the hills; 
And bright pink-purple flowers appear 

To dance to music of the rills, 
That, curvilinear, creep below; 

While bumble-bees and dragon-flies, 
That every moment come and go, 

With playful breezes fall and rise. 


With leaves oblong and lanceolate, 
Peduncles slender and erect, 
And blows flesh-hued and delicate, 
The Smart-weed has the shallow decked. 
My skin, susceptible and soft, 
When o'er the fields in youth I strayed, 
By the sharp, biting weed was oft 
To titillate and tingle made. 


Here a large maple stands alone, 
And fits the crevice like a wedge: 
Can there be nutriment in stone, 
To spread such foliage o’er a ledge? 
It seems as if a single blast 
Would bring the stately structure down, 
And yet the tree an age may last, 
Of all the forest trees the crown. 
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Bright, merry, happy creature ! — thou 
With dainty coat and fairy feet, 
That swingest on yon shady bough, 
Protected from the noonday heat — 
Brown Wren, I dearly love to hear, 
From mellow founts of gladness spring, 
Soft, musical, distinct and clear, 
Thy notes that through the forest ring. 


Flitting beneath the spicy trees, 

And darting where the brambles grow, 
The stranger sometimes thinks he sees 

‘A feathery mousling come and go. 
With ingenuity and care 

Thy graceful, cunning nest is made, 
Where reckless urchins may not dare 

The secret sanctum to invade. 


Thy nest, so wonderful to me, 
Constructed with theumatic skill, 
Baffles my incredulity ; 
Wrought solely with a puny bill. 
Without a chisel, plane or saw ; 
A tack to bind; glue to cement ; 
It is uncrumpled, free from flaw; 
With not a nodule, jag or rent. 
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Though with superior talents blessed, 
Man could not such a structure form ; 
So cosily with cobwebs dressed ; 
Concealed from foe, secured from storm. 
The mind’s convinced, more it reflects, 
There is a Power unseen that guides ; 
Which e’en the humble bird directs, 
And o’er her dainty work presides. 


The Lily, queen of fragrant flowers, 

Leans graceful on the lakelet’s breast; 
How oft in childhood’s greenly hours 

It made my loitering moments blest. 
So beautifully pure and white, 

It won my love, provoked my praise ; 
Source of instruction and delight, 

It never tired my wondering gaze. 


A score of Minnows play about 
The edges of the sleeping lake, 
And sometimes leap their whole length out, 
To fall back in the eddying break. 
Like shafts of silver, sparkling clear, 
They dart a-through the quivering flood, 
While often in their wake appear 
Flashes as from a diamond stud. 
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Extending its smooth, tapered hands — 
Light flowing umbels in a mass — 

Skirting the wall the Milkweed stands 

. Nodding a-tiptoe as I pass, 

As if to greet me. Normal flower! 
I sifted thee when but a lad; 

Taxing through many a sunny hour 
What ingenuity I had. 


Smiling beside the broomy shaw 
The luscious Raspberry is found, 
On arched and prickly stems, to draw 
My step aside while gazing round. 
. I pluck and eat till satisfied, 
Then press me out the bosky glen, 
And ruminate awhile beside 
A clump that hides a fox’s den. 


The whispering Willow Trees appear, 
Low bending o’er the lucent stream: 
I fancy in each leaf I hear 
The music of my childhood’s dream. 
It was a real luxury, 
Upon a summer’s golden day, 
With blithe companions, two or three, 
To steal beneath the shade and play. 
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We stood upon the verdant bank, 
To plash soft limbs and whistles make: 
I see as then, zigzag and rank, 
The Darnel’s stem and Plantain’s flake. 
The rippling shadows come and go, 
Falling upon the pensile stem, 
While struggling rays of sunshine throw 
Around me many a brilliant gem. 


The same clear sky is bending o’er, 
Severely bright, divinely blue: 

And hark! the distant ocean’s roar 
Chimes up the hills sublimely new, 

As when the ear of childhood hung 
Enraptured on the according sound, 

While every granite mountain’s tongue 
Echoes the dithyrambic round. 


The gully there, o’er which I leaped 
When chased by some repulsive clown ; 
The alder bush through which I creeped — 
The trending brae I tumbled down; 
And here, outspreading to the view, 
The tall and thrifty Walnut stands — 
To climb which, and the straggling Yew, - 
Oft blistered soft and tender hands. 
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Along the valley, dark and moist, 
Where soft and cool, bright waters play, 
And threatening crags, extreme and boist, 
Adventurous spirits oft dismay, 
I see as erst the somber trees — 
On every limb the pendant moss, 
That crawls whene’er the gentle breeze 
Its feathery plumes uplift and toss. 


In these old ragged mountain cleughs 
Where hapless streams are wimpling down, 
And linger long the morning dews, 
And scraggy pines severely frown, 
I find the lichen old and gray 
Still clinging to the hoary steeps, 
Where acts survened long years away 
The memory neoteric keeps. 


I look erect for many a rood, 
Half dizzy with the awful view, 
Where beetling cliffs have long withstood 
Red lightning bolts that vaulted through. 
To image nature so sublime, 
Evincing panurgy divine, 
Commands the grandest flights of rhyme, 
And fires this trembling strain of mine. — 
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Torn by the angry winds, huge sticks 
Are bleaching in the vale below; 
Across the streamlet five or six 
Have formed a bridge, on which I go 
To meditate among the rocks — 
Schist, trap ; and quartz, of all the crown — 
While listening to the bleating flocks 
A-winding from the hummocks down. 


Where o’er the pebbly shallows leap 
Bright ripples, flashing in and out, 
Struggling to reach the fountain deep, 
Shoot out the sharp, bespeckled Trout. 
Concealed beneath o’erarching brush, 
They watch the insect tribe that stray, 
And with electric fleetness rush, 
And presto seize the unweeting prey. 


Beyond the gravelly waste I strolled 
To see, what gave yonghede delight, 
Where verdant banks and birdlings toled, 
A lovely Cascade, sparkling bright. 
It kissed the polished rocks, and sung 
Amid the spray so touchingly, 
That round the glowing font I hung 
Till darkness veiled the stream and me. 
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I note the pool, where, wading in, 
The cotyledian Leech I caught, 
And held it to my plastic skin, 
(A curious freak of mine, I thought) 
To draw the blood. The marvel tried, 
Back to his element he dropped, 
While leaves were to the smart applied 
That from the balsam trees I lopped. 


The meadow slope is green and bright, 
As when upon the turf I rolled, 
Midst Honeysuckles, red and white, 
And flowers, crowned with untempting gold ; 
While everything that breathes around 
Seems with surprising beauty decked, 
' As when primordial Adam found, 
Fresh from the almighty Architect. 


Afar or near, where’er I look, 
What miracles unfold to view! 
On every form of nature’s book 
Enchanting pictures, flush and new, 
Bewitch the eye and rap the mind: 
Long on the wondrous scenes I dwell, 
And in an ecstasy I find 
Inspiring thoughts unutterable. 
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In each regaling pass I trace 
The wisdom of a Power divine: 
Each jot is fitted to its place: 
All things subserve some grand design. 
The atomic plant — the frailest rind 
Betrays profound, artistic skill, 
Whilst love and energy combined 
God’s wondrous purposes fulfill. 


The Grasshopper is musing near, 
With emerald vest and leggins dun; 
His pittering strain I list to hear 
While acorns crackle in the sun. 
He whisks his legs and onward springs 
Away among the shrubs and flowers, 
And gently snaps his filmy wings, 
Beguiling bright, sans-souci hours. 


A saucy reveler is he, 
To hop and sing, as fancy suits, 
And in the sunshine crook his knee, 
And drink the dew and suck the fruits. 
The whole broad, verdant fields are his, 
To wander when and where he please, 
The sweetest, loveliest flowers to kiss, 
And pass a princely life of ease. 
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Hugging the enticing bushes round, 
Beside the brook the Bittersweet, 
Panaceal, creeps o’er the ground, 
And tangles all about my feet, 
When stepping to the water’s edge. 
With oval berries, bright and red, 
Companion to the Yellow Sedge, 
It makes a salutiferous spread. 


Near to the vetchy ridge how bright 
And beautiful the Pansy grows! 
O can there be a loyelier sight 
Than these wild, variegated blows, 
So delicate and richly blue? 
I love to saunter round the spot, 
And those dear, happy scenes renew, 
With life’s enchafing cares forgot. 


In tranquil forest, dense and still, 
Where to disturb but few intrude, 
Is heard the lonely Whippoorwill. 
With livelier song his interlude 
Falls tenderly upon the ear. 
I linger, charmed to hear him sing 
In notes of melancholy cheer, 
That o’er the embowering passes ring. 
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The nest is in a hollow made, 
Near a dilapidated wall, 

Or stump that is one half decayed, 
Where two white eggs, elliptical, 

Engage a mother’s constant care: 
But when the tiny birds appear 

Less tenderness she seems to bear, 
And oft her manner is severe. 


To ward the rectilineal rays 
Of Sol’s bright flood of light, my hand 
To half occluded eyes I raise, 
While on a greensward plat I stand, 
To watch a Partridge strut athwart 
The withered bents— her tender brood 
Claiming, ’t would seem, her anxious thought, 
While furrowing to obtain their food. 


Startled, the parent screaming springs 
Beside a ferny thicket, where, 
Close to her breast, neath outstretched wings, 
Quivering with love, the brood repair. 
I would not, in the brambles hid, 
Disturb her pleasure, or destroy ; 
But, as a tender Cowper did, 
Part of her happiness enjoy. 
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The Campion plant seems to select 
The driest pasture for its bed; 

With glaucous leaves and stems erect, 
It grows with little moisture fed, 

And brings to birth white, bifid flowers, 
Oblong and fascinately veined, 

From which, in life’s light-hearted hours, 
I pleasure and instruction gained. 


Leaving the denser woods behind, 
The low and marshy lands appear ; 
And where the river runs to wind, 


The whistling, long-billed Snipe I hear. 


A mystic fowler steals in sight: 
Of Plover he’s in wild pursuit, 
And turns to caution, lest I fright 
The bird he’s on the alert to shoot. 


With hair erect — stiff, bushy tail — 
A Raccoon runs excitedly ; 
A dog, maybe, is on his trail, 
So he springs up a sheltering tree. 
At night in quest of food he roves, 


And through the jungle seeks his prey : 


A farmer’s enemy he proves 
If tender gobblers chance to stray. 
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With hunger pressed, he seeks the shore ; 
On shell-fish makes a full repast, 
But strives to reach his hole before 
Is heard the horn’s awakening blast. 
The creature’s hunted for his fur, 
A gainful article in trade, 
Which to the fox’s dabs prefer, 
Prized for its mixed, peculiar shade. 


The Goldfinch flits — my constant friend — 
And as he passes gayly sings: 
Suspended from the limber end 
Of yonder spray, his hammock swings 
On every breeze. With moss inlaid 
And thistle tufts and willow down, 
’Tis so concealed, no hawks invade, 
Nor pitiless, malicious clown. 


How rich his plumes! —his brown-ringed head! 
How beautiful his parded breast ! 
When wide his golden wings outspread, 
Not flowers in all their glory dressed 
Can with his gorgeous robes compare. 
O marvel not that I should prize 
This brilliant bird, and linger where 
The ears are charmed, and teased the eyes 


A DAY IN THE WOODS. 95 


Here thrives the fragrant Eglantine, 
Guarded by prickles, strong and hanked; 
The branches at the top recline, 
With blossoms, delicate and pranked. 
I pluck the leaves and rasp them long 
Atween my hands. The scent I find 
To be so savory, sweet and strong, 
That loth I leave the brier behind. 
The Mustard plants, as everywhere, 
Are sturdy, and familiar seem, 
While dainty, citrine flowers they bear, 
With spreading pods in the raceme. 
Though simply weeds, their properties 
Are so remedial, they prove 
Efficient in abrupt disease, 
And pungent, violent pains remove. 


Down, torn from some wild, wandering goose, 
Floats imperceptibly along, 

And falls as lightly on the spruce 
As echoes from a maiden’s song, 

How calm !—how still! The dreamy furze 
Lies motionless, aud vertical 

The spider’s thread no zephyr stirs, 
Pendent from shrub and mossy wall. 
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While stepping on a velvet mound, 
To watch the fleecy clouds that sail — 
Their shadows creeping o’er the ground — 
I hear a timorous, piping Quail. 
Her nest of leaves, in lonely field, 
Beneath a spreading tuft of grass, 
Is cunningly by furze concealed, 
Where human footsteps rarely pass. 


Sometimes when winters are severe, 
And food’s not easy to obtain, 
She ‘ll near the resiance appear, 
And with the fowls till spring remain, 
And then return to former haunts, 
To furrow mid the brake and broom, 
Unless, perchance, the farmer’s wants 
The too confiding creature doom. 


Of all the ferns, a perfect gem, 

That ornaments my winding way, 
With its smooth, paleaceous stem, 

Is the wild, arched Woodwardia. 
Symmetrical and ornate, long 

I linger in the rorid glade, 
Feasting its beauties, midst the song 

By rippling streamlet softly made. 
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I pass a liberal bed of peat, 

As onward, musing, I proceed, 
And find abundant, at my feet, 

In flowery whorls, the Bugle-weed. 
Although with fragrancy unblest, 

To tease the nice olfactories, 
It proves a ptisan to arrest 

The hemoptysical disease. 


With bright flowers, small and delicate, 
On axils of the tender leaves — 
Smooth, ovate and acuminate — 
That little sun and heat receives, 
The Yellow Diervilla grows, 
In virgin meekness near the ground, 
And with peculiar grace bestows 
Complacent smiles on all around. 


Creeping along the humid mold, 
And taking root in mud and sand, 
The Crypta’s fibrils are unrolled, 
As its elliptic leaves expand. 
The flowers minute, and milky white, 
Would scarcely claim a passing look, 
Did not didactic Nature write 
Such pearl notes in her wondrous book. 
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A slight acclivity I tread 
Where, hoity-toity! I trip up, 
Half falling on a bloomy bed, 
And breaking many a golden cup. 
From sleeve and coat the dust I brush, 
And use a little extra care, 
Whilst fragrance from the flowers I crush 
Delicious fills the grateful air. 


Aha! a bed of Strawberries, 
Wild, red and ripe. How void of taste 
The cultured fruit, compared with these, 
Fastidiously in baskets placed. 
I do not need extraneous sweet 
To dull a smart acidity ; 
The choice tidbits I pluck and eat.... 
A rare, delicious treat to me. 


List! ’tis a sweet and tender strain, 
That pleasing falls upon the ear; 
The bright Pewee flits o’er the plain 
With notes that charm the soul to hear. 
It haunts the stream, where from a tree, 
Whose branches overhang, it springs 
Upon the large variety 
Of mites, that genial sunshine brings. 
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Its quaint and shallow nest is made, 
Where limbs are overgrown with moss, 
Of fibry roots, with grass inlaid, 
And caterpillar’s silk across. 
With bluish matter coated o’er — 
Leaves mingled so ingeniously — 
One must acutely search before 
He slakes his curiosity. 


Where’er I turn — what path I tread — 
Fresh beauties strike the wondering eyes; 
As if by hands immortal led 
Still lovelier scenes successive rise ; 
And music sweeter than before 
Falls on the ear and raps the soul; 
As if a-near the elysian shore 
I heard soft ariettas roll. 


Leaning upon a mossy rock 
Tis real witchery to see 
Vivacious little insects flock 
Around an old, decaying tree. 
They hasten up; they scamper down, 
As if on urgent duty bent, 
Like people in a startled town, 
To spread important news intent. 
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Leaves evergreen, the Laurel grows 
Beside a winding mountain path ; 
Varying with white and reddish blows, 

A fascinating beauty hath. 
It frequently my jerkin graced 
When to the fields I stole away, 
And in admiring contrast placed 
Beside the rose Aralea. 


Entranced, I muse: I wonder why 
The flowers are made so beautiful, 
That all about the forest lie, 
And fringe the lakelet and the pool : 
They cheer the spirits, and they give 
The soul a taste of heavenly things ; 
Teach us sagaciously to live, 
And seek the bliss that virtue brings. 


Who loves the flowers will also love 
The trees and birds, and whatsoe’er 
Was made by Heaven. His breast will move 
With thoughts devout, to guide and cheer. 
In every blossom he will trace 
The hand almighty and divine, 
And in the dust his soul abase, 
As grandly His perfections shine. 
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A twang familiar: do I hear 
The old First Parish bell? Its sounds 
Are like to those which caught the ear, 
When Father Leach was on his rounds. 
I’m back once more to boyhood, when 
I saw the funeral train appear, 
While two by two, gray, sturdy men 
Followed the slowly winding bier. 


But hush! grave thoughts do not become 
These glorious scenes; this splendid day; 

When joy laughs out and care is dumb, . 
And flowers flash in their best array. 

No thought depressing shall intrude, 
To cast a pensive shade around, 

While in the breast, with love imbued, 
Real bliss triumphantly is crowned. 


Singing in frantic earnestness, 

With fluttering wing, a Bobolink, 
As if excited to distress, 

Flies o’er the lakelet’s plashy brink. 
So fierce his wild, spasmodic lay, 

One would surmise that Deacon Giles 
Had in his cranium stored away 

A quantum of his frenzied smiles. 
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With stem erect and pubescent, 
Within the parted ledge’s rime 
Some grand upheaval may have rent, 
Shivers the aromatic Thyme. 
The pulvil of its graceful flowers, 
Throughout the ambient air dispersed, 
Regales the bright, delightful hours, 
As when creation’ quickened first. 


Dropping beside a gurgling rill, 
Betrayed as by enchantment, hark! 

I list to notes, prolonged and shrill: 
It is the gentle Meadow Lark. 

With plumage choice, and on thy breast 
A raven crescent, beauteous bird! 

To me thou art a welcome guest, 
Whene’er thy plaintive song is heard. 


Along the marginated streams 
The aureate, gaudy Caltha grows, 
That viewing from a distance seems 
On golden couches to repose. 
To less aspiring flowers I turn, 
Coy, timorous and redolent, 
And the essential truth discern, 
That grace and pride are seldom blent. 
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In cool peat-bogs and mossy woods, 
Leaves small, ovate and evergreen, 
Creeping amid the solitudes, 
The Hispidula may be seen. 
One scarce perceives the slender stems 
That through the bushes wind and run: 
Its sweet, white flowers are perfect gems 
When opening to the obedient sun. 


Companion to the twisting vine, 
Erect, the Polifolia grows ; 
With acute leaves, serrated fine, 
And clustered, umbelliferous blows. 
Tall, smooth and glaucous, in a fen 
The cheery plant attracts the eye: 
I pass along but turn again, 
And feast to a satiety. 


While on an altitude I stand, 
Watching the artistic spider weave, 
Rarely distinguished from the sand, 
Above the gullet I perceive 
A fluttering Ondatra. He hears 
Me softly step; shows his white teeth, 
And in the water disappears, 
To reach his burrow underneath. 
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As through the moistened path I walk, 
The delicate Rhodora smiles 
Upon its low and leafless stalk, 
And half the flitting hour beguiles :::: 
How beautiful, I may not tell 
To one who never saw it flower; 
Its loveliness and grace excel 
Plants seen in many a maiden’s bower. 


With petals wedge-shaped and erose — 
Stem succulent and smooth and round — 
The acrid Sorrel freely grows 
Upon the hard, anhydrous mound. 
I often royned the styptic plant, 
As nimble feet o’er pastures flew, 
When life was bright and jubilant, 
And every shrub smiled freshly new. . 


Beyond the artless, bosky curve, 
A dingle opens, vast and wild, 
Which Nature pleases to reserve, 
As her own embryonic child. 
The foot of man has rarely pressed 
The embowering vale. Gigantic trees, 
Have been, in rich exuberance dressed, 
Fructiferous for centuries. 
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Proud eagles build their eyries here 

And rear their brood. The wily fox 
Roams through the dingle without fear. 

Concealed, the cunning partridge mocks 
Sagacious hunters in their rounds ; 

While birds within the deepening woods, 
Express in sweet and grateful sounds, 

To listening hills, their happy moods. 


The wild Hawk rushes to her nest 

Over the pines, to feed her young, 
And vivid insects, gayly dressed, 

Make love the gorgeous bowers among. 
Cerulean clouds, with fleecy wings, 

Repose beneath resplendent skies; 
Each craggy mount rejoicing rings, 

And cheerily the vale replies. 


Flowers bud and flush and fade and die, 
And waste their fragrance on the breeze, 
Where no charmed traveler passing by 
Their beauty and their grandeur sees. 
No noonday sun, with sanguine glare, 
Can reach to break the misty chains 
The mountains at their bases wear ; 
And nought disturbs the wild domains. 
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To linger here would sages make 
Of many a speculative lad, 
And in the unmellowed breast awake 
The keen perception Thoreau had; 
Elating hope, repelling fear ; 
Exciting strength and mental force, 
To comprehend, distinct and clear, 
Him, of all nature life and source. 


A flock of Pigeons, stark and wild, 
Fly o’er my head and light among 

The distant cedars. When a child 
"Twas joy to hear them whoop along. 

I watched a bumpkin as he came, 
Impetuous, with his blunderbuss, 

And saw him bag his bleeding game: 
Such cruelty seemed infamous. 


The Sedge is green and flourishing, 
Where recremental matter drips ; 
Within luxuriant circles spring 
A half a score of apple pips... 
And tender plants, to fade and die 
Before the juicy autumn’s passed ; 
A few, uncropped, as herds graze by, 
To bless another race may last. 
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Smiling among the billowy grass, 
Delicious as the morning dew, 
Begging attention as I pass, 
Stretches along the dainty Rue. 
The blossoms, delicately white, 
Coquetting with the gentle breeze, 
Rejoice in the soft, mellowing light 
That dances o’er the frolic trees. 


The spray is bending to the ground 
On which a Redstart lightly tilts; 
He snaps the insects flying round, 
Or crawling on the dewy stilts. 
Amid the drowsy solitude 
He sits, melodious, till he hears 
Some gently rippling interlude, 


And through the hedge-row disappears. 


Stem round, subglabrous and erect, 
Beside a marsh the delicate 
Behmeria I can detect 
From all the flowering plants that wait 
Auroral cheer. Flashing beneath 
The alder bushes, thick and rank, 
With charming grace it bends to breathe 
And its divine Creator thank. 


107 ~ 


108 A DAY IN THE WOODS. 


Daintily tripping o’er the ground 
The jactilant Wagtail is seen, 
Pecking the midges swarming round, 
Or hiding in the covert green. © 
Eftsoons I see him watching by 
The borders of the placid lake, 
To intercept the unweeting fry 
That playfully the surface break. 


In heaps of stones, or trees decayed, 
The Wagtail’s deep and cosy nest 

Of fritters and dry leaves is made, 
Where few will venture to molest. 

She sometimes builds beside a ditch, 
In a dilapidated wall, 

Or in an abrupt mountain’s niche, 
That overhangs a waterfall. 


I list the green Cicala’s song, 
Below the Arethusa’s shade, 
To which I listened, pleased and long, 
When early to the woods I strayed. 
It filled me with impassioned joy, 
And made the witching seasons blest ; 
Nor time, nor place can e’er destroy 
Quiescent sunshine in the breast. 
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The fragile insects I have caught, 
And placed beneath transparent glass, 
To share the music as they brought 
Their wings together; but, alas! 
Confinement did not suit their taste, 
And they refused to beat the air ; 
But when again in clover placed 
Their songs rang jubilantly rare. 


Upon a lean and naked scape, 
A single flower —a blossomy elf — 
With anther of a helmet shape, 
Over a bright, transparent shelf, 
And lip erect, with bearded face, 
The Arethusa blushes here, 
With so much tenderness and grace, 
I hail it with a love sincere. 


I should not love the flowers so well, 
Did I not love their Author more; 
Did not within my bosom swell 
Passions that prompt me to adore 
Him, who, supremely wise and good, 
Has scattered o’er the teeming land, 
With a luxurious plenitude, 
The useful, beautiful and grand. 
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There ’s not an insect or a plant, 
Frail though it be, that does not feel 
His tender care. Each varied want 
Seems to his kindness to appeal, 
With loving trust, and not in vain. 
In his exuberance he sends 
Warm sunshine and refreshing rain, 
And over all his bow he bends. 


In every shrub his hand I trace; 
In every sigh his voice I hear; 
In every ray discern his face, 
And feel his awful presence near. 
I’m lost as I his works survey — 
Spire, flower and tree—the lake’s expanse— 
And tremble, as I dare to pray, 
To know my insignificance. 


Whilom a Streamlet prattled here, 
Half in the sun and half in shade: 
I listened long: how sweetly dear 
The rarest music nature made! 
Over the gold and silver sands, 
Over the rocks and through the grass, 
With eager eyes and nervous hands, 
I watched to see it leap and pass. 
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The ferny bushes sometimes hid 
_ The witching stream that onward sped ; 
And played the dipterous Katydid 
That on the glassy surface spread : 
It gayly sailed beneath the roof 
Of cooling leaves and blushing flowers .... 
Was sometimes tangled in the woof 
Of threads that knit the elfin bowers. 


Whene’er a fresh, demulcent breeze 
Came down to mollify the heat, 
The leaves of tender willow trees 
The tinkling wavelets gently beat. 
While they revived to feel again 
The cooling waters kiss their palms, 
The rapture they could not restrain 
Tossed and leaped thro’ their grateful arms. 


Round and around gay insects flew, 
Lit on its ripples in their play, 

And made the crystal waters blue.... 
Reflection from their flush array. 

Sometimes a dry, crisp leaf was stirred, 
Bearing the little elves along ; 

And, listening sharply, I averred, 
Distinctly rose their wizard song. 
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Bright, roundy, silvery bubbles came 
Zigzaging from the bottom up, 
When men stepped down, with logy frame, 
To dip within their oaten cup. 
Awoke the Minnow from his dream, 
And darted off, alarmed and crank, 
Whene’er was vexed the lucid stream, 
By cattle tramping on its bank. 


The Squirrel dropped his stolen fruit 
Beside the green and plashy rim ; 
Sir Sparrow, with his russet suit, 
Whisked down to pipe a mellow hymn. 
Not rare, nor choice, nor musical, 
The Frog poured forth his jocund tune, 
And looked so grum I never shall 
Forget his wide, caogutchoucine spoon. 


The sparkling water, pure and sweet, 
I often bent me down to drink; 
Aweary with the dust and heat, 
I was too negligent to think 
Some treacherous reptile, lurking near, 
Might with the nectar be inhaled ; 
And so with childhood’s void of fear, 
To slake my thirst I never failed. 


a 
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On shady, fresh, irriguous ground, 
Beguiling soft, eft passing hours, 

A bright green, glabrous plant is found — 
A whorl of three umbellar flowers : 

The Swamp Loosestrife allures the eye, 
And with rare beauty wins the heart, 

Attracting every passer-by, 
Its smile of gladness to impart. 


Once more upon a clump I sit, 
Weary and faint. The sighing pines 
Bring soothing melody befit- 
Ting one who languidly reclines, 
After a lengthened stroll. Calm rest 
The exhausted parts invigorates, 
So that with undiminished zest 
I haste where full fruition waits. 


To smell the fragrant flowers again ; 

To dream upon the velvet mound ; 
And list to the evangel-strain, 

That wakes the hills and groves around; 
To view, as with a seraph’s eye, 

The enchanting fields chromatic spread, 
In uberous variety, 

The spirit seems with nectar fed. 
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Plain, vale and hill; the deep blue sky ; 
The flitting bird’s enravished song ; 
Gay insects sparkling as they fly; 
The rippling streams that flash along, 
Awaken in my heart delight, 
And radiant hope and joy renew — 
While burns the flame of love as bright 
As innocence and childhood knew. 


To drink from every fount of joy, 
Beyond the scenes of noise and strife, 
I am again a truant boy, 
And feel the pulse of vigorous life. 
I won't believe — it cannot be — 
I’ve lived the years that time has told, 
And they have rounded seventy. 
To-day, at least, I am not old. 


Iam not old. The flush of health 
Still lingers on my brow and cheek, 
And nature, with its stores of wealth, 
Invites so lovingly to seek 
Enjoyment midst her varied charms, 
That, sweetly blest, at once I fall 
Into her wide-extended arms, 
Obedient to the earnest call. 
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Iam not old. How can I be, 
With sinews strong and form erect? 
Heart jubilant and spirits free, 
No loss of power do I detect. 
I drink the fresh and fragrant airs ; 
Flowers feast the eye; songs thrill the ear ; 
And brimmed with joy I flout the cares 
That sometimes prove to be severe. 


Iam not old. My virgin lips 
No deleterious drug has passed, 

To taint the blood.... the mind eclipse, 
And cold, repulsive shadows cast 

O’er thrilling scenes. No poisonous weed 
Has chilled the effervescent flow 

Of keen perceptions, whence proceed 
Hopes that elate and thoughts that glow. 


Iam not old. Refreshly beams 
The future with elysian springs ; 
As when sweet, adolescent dreams 
Gave love and hope ethereal wings.... 
And in each path I skipped along 
A thousand diadems unrolled, 
And air was tremulous with song. 
Age isa myth. Iam not old. 


116 A DAY IN THE Woops. 


A Pitcher Plant is dancing here, 
Prized highly in my genial strays; 
Now it seems delicately dear, 
. Lifting its leaves in grateful praise. 
Pendant upon the sunny rim, 
That many a thirsty bird supplies, 
The lucid vetches to the brim 
Are filled with nectar from the skies. 


Penchant for a shag Tamarack, 
As if to shield it from the blast, 
A fragile flower has bent its track, 
Whose name a treacherous memory passed. 
I plucked it oft and carried long 
The fragrant blossom on my breast; 
Allied to the sweet sparrow’s song 
It made my loitering moments blest. 


The ravenous Black Hawk sweeps along > 
The borders of the woods in quest 

Of meadow mice. He is a strong, 
Courageous bird. When sorely pressed 

For food, he will young crows dispatch, 
And straying game, in hurst and field; 

But sometimes finds a hare his match, 
When he’s compelled at once to yield. 
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Tall, lean and straight, the Pickerel-weed 
Surrounds the damp, opacous mew; 
In spikes cylindric flowers proceed 
From oblate spathe, in corols blue — 
With frequently a spot of gold 
To beautify the generous bloom — 
That coil themselves, when they are old, 
To perish in a dainty tomb. | 


Entering a deeply shaded nook, 
I hear the Linnet’s gladsome song ; 
Sitting beside a bubbling brook, 
I watch his sprightly movements long, | 
Enjoying every note I hear, 
Lured by his crimosin attire: 
While flitting round, dazed leaves appear 
Convulsed with vitalizing fire. 


The Rhexia, Meadow-beauty, grows, 
Curt and erect, on aqueous ground, 
And with the dewy breezes throws 
Its odoriferous pulvil round. 
Beneath the cooling shade I sit 
To perlustrare the graceful flower: 
Unconsciously the moments flit : 
Lo! I have dreamed a golden hour. 
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A beautiful young Fallow Deer 

Crops on yon mount. Excitedly: 
He dashes off in swift career, 

When the wild wood’s tranquillity 
Is by a sudden squall bestirred ; 

Or when the tramp of vagrant loon, 
Or grating whoop of twanging bird, 

Startles the ear of drowsy noon. 


With leaves rhomboidal, thick and wide, 
And flowers brown-purple, cold and dull, 
The Trillium I mark beside 
A pluvial mold, but never cull, 
As nice olfactories rebel. 
The root, by tardy rustics dug, 
Have properties medicinal, 
And proves an analeptic drug. 


With notes vivacious, clear and loud, 

Fly o’er the stream shy Water Thrushes, 
Where to the roscid edges crowd, 

In serried ranks, the Scowering-rushes. 
These silex-plants, conjoined and grooved, 

Cylindrical, straight, tall and ringed, 
Were often from their beds removed, 

When life’s fresh hours were angel-winged. 
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I hear the flap of heavy wings, 
While on a blighted limb alights 
A plump gray Owl. The woodland rings 
With his harsh hootings moonlit nights, 
And yet the gruff and rueful sound 
Is not repulsive to the ear, 
As in my early days I found ; 
And now I linger pleased to hear. 


Odzooks! knit firmly to my pants 
Are furrowed, sharp, tenacious Burs, 
Caught from the numerous Burdock plants 
That flourish round the Junipers. 
The leaves of this herbaceous root, 
When feverish throbs the head distract, 
For ices prove a substitute, 
And soothe when chronic pains attack. 


With downy stem, erect and tall, 
And delicately dotted flowers, 
The Catmint peeps beside the wall, 
To charm awhile the generous hours ; 
It is a plant whose odor gives 
Such pleasure to Miss Grimalkin, 
That oft she steals the tender leaves 
When to develop they begin. 


119 


120 A DAY IN THE WOODS. 


In stirring mold and shoots decayed, 
A bright, exquisite Shell I find ; 
The miniature of one I laid 
Close to the ear, when youth inclined 
The ocean’s secret tales to list: 
I fancied thus I could obtain 
News from the valued friends I missed, 
Doomed never to embrace again. 


A wanton Field-mouse, half afraid, 
Springs in atween the curling brush, 
Whene’er is heard the rustling made 
By an alighting, chattering Thrush. 
When quiet reigns, he gambols out 
In quest of food. I watch his moods 
As o’er the turf he whisks about, 
And fades amid the tangled woods. 


The Lark soars high. As joyfully 
He sings, I’m on the alert to hear. 
O that I could mount up as free, 
And be to bliss.and heaven as near! 
Vain wish. My pleasures are not few, 
As nature is so flush and kind, 
Each moment brings out something new: 
To please and elevate the mind. 
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O wonderful Arelea flowers, 
That dance upon the rising mound! 
Ye once beguiled my youthful hours, 
And now the same delight is found, 
As o’er the treacherous dikes I leap, 
To gaze upon your golden crest ; 
While pools that in the sunshine sleep 
Reflect your beauties in my breast. 


Here’s where I heard the Farmer blithe 
Singing or whistling at his task, 
While bearing the rapacious scythe. 
Beside him the infernal flask 
Did quite too oft his mind engross ; 
He thought it gave him needful strength : 
Ah! little dreamt he of the loss 
To peace and health it brought at length. 


The Yeomen I was wont to meet 

In glade and field, where are they now? 
In winter’s cold and summer’s heat 

They felled the trees and drove the plow: 
In all life’s brisk activities 

They bore their part, and passed away : 
But where? ‘The insatiate grave replies, 

I hold them as my lawful prey. 
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With gossamer and glittering wings, 
- That flash beneath the sunny rays, 
What animated life! It brings 
Freshly to mind those careless days, 
When I endeavored heedlessly 
The insects’ pleasures to destroy, 
And with a cane of hickory 
A thousand slayed. Wild, thoughtless boy! 


God to the humblest, weakest train 
A happy, brief existence gave; 

He did not fleck their wings in vain 
That tremble on the sunny wave ; 

Nor were their forms in wisdom wrought 
To be the sport of idle man; 

Nature bestowed on them like thought 
Which formed the huge leviathan. 


As playfully they circle round, 
Or wander with the fitful breeze, 
Or rest upon the mossy ground, 
The soul devout a wisdom sees, 
Adapting all that God has made 
To every phase and circumstance 
Of sentient life. He dares not wade 
Through all the mazy depths of chance 
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Before he learns to love and trust 
The Power almighty and divine, 
That shines in microscopic dust, 
On every seen and mystic line 
That beautifies the insect’s wing ; 
Nor will he recklessly destroy 
The frailest, meanest vital thing 
That can His bounteous love enjoy. 


Had I the power, I’d linger long 
Imbrowned in woods, where I could hear 
The murmuring stream, the sparrow’s song, 
And ken the wildly bounding deer: 
Where never more the vexing call, 
The curfew bell, the grating wheel, 
Would on bewildered moments fall, 
With harsh or strenuous appeal. * 
I’d read His love and read again, 
With rare delight, unwearied, 
Amid the pines, in vale and plain ; 
Where fountains flow and lakelets spread : 
I’d study with an artist’s eye 
All Nature’s works, great and minute .... 
A marvelous variety.... 
The glorious world that constitute. 
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From vine-clad hill and towering tree, 
From granite cave and coral strand, 
Would ring a voice of melody, 
Tender, mellifluous and grand ; 
The glowing scenes around conspire 
To fill with love the grateful breast, 
And kindle that seraphic fire 
Which makes the soul a heavenly guest. 


At every turn, in light and shade, 
To enrich and store the craving mind, 
Shoot, leaf and flower, wide open laid, ; 
Would speak what matchless skill designed ; 
Bright morning’s dawn, calm evening’s close, 
Hallow each wonderful display ; 
And crowned with joy, in sweet repose 
Life’s golden moments steal away. 


The day is fast declining. Lo! 
Up from the distant mountain’s base 
The sun is creeping soft and slow, 
And throwing over Nature’s face 
A mellow beauty. Field and grove 
Are glowing with celestial sheen ; 
Above the distant waters move 
Phosphoric mists but dimly seen. 
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The Bats forsake their dreamy cells; 
Beneath the trees they flit around ; 

Glad insects chime their evening bells — 
A pleasing, melancholy sound ; 

The Fireflies on the darkness shine, 
Emitting soft and cheering rays, 

And music wakes the scabrous pine 


As with the twigs Aolus plays. 


Dear is the twilight hour to me: 
The undulating clouds appear, 
Sailing a deep and shoreless sea, 
More beautiful, as they draw near 
The sunset gates, and catch the pure, 
Bright beams of the departing globe, 
That throw o’er lake and wood and mure 
A brilliant and enchanting robe. 


The sleepy trees begin to nod; 
The hills put on a grizzly dress ; 
And drowsy beetles cleave the sod, 
Where idle feet no longer press. 
Sly foxes quit the dank ravine, 
That stealthily they may obtain 
A night’s pabulum, and unseen 
Admittance to the parrock gain. 
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The Lark has speeded to her nest ; 
The Bee is gathered to its hive; 

The beast his rorid couch has pressed, 
And monads cease to be alive. 

All sweetly rest. Why should not I 
Recline upon a Father’s arm, 

When birds are hushed and sunbeams die, 
And shadows veil the scenes that charm ? 


The Cricket chirps amid the grass 
A mellow song. I love to hear 
The tender notes. They speak, alas! 
Of seasons past, when friends most dear 
Circled around and made me blest; 
When happy childhood knew no grief 
That was not silenced when caressed 
By fond, maternal love. How brief 


The period since that love I knew! 
The grave has called to,its retreat 
The faithful friend, sincerely true. 
The murmuring leaves, the flocks that bleat, 
Upon an eye so bland as this, 
Rehearse the glories of the past, 
When in a mold of perfect bliss 
The sinless hours of life were cast. 
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Midst joys that never can be told, 
And perfect days that ne’er decline, 
The friends long lost I shall behold, 
And list to songs from lips divine. 
The Word assures, that cannot fail, 
The loved and true in heaven shall meet: 
This precious truth with joy I hail: 
It wakes the soul to bliss replete. 


For a short season I again 
Familiar faces see, and hear 

Voices long silent. Years of pain, 
Burdened with sorrow, disappear. 

My heart beats quick. The future beams 
Brightly to faith’s enraptured eye: 

O soon will end a world of dreams 
And life prove a reality. 


The twilight deepens, and the sky, 

As through the opening glades I look, 
Assumes a startling brilliancy ; 

And over brake and broom and brook 
Thick mists are gathering. The stars 

Inaugurate their wondrous march, 
By Venus led or fiery Mars, 

And radiate the heavenly arch. 
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As one by one the orbs appear, 

To pave with light the depths above, 
Sweet, ariosel strains I hear, 

Roll, rolling on in strength and love. 
Majestic plumes that upward rise 

And stretch along the empyrean vast, 
Upon the bright hesperian skies 

Their deep and stately shadows cast. 


A golden hammock in the sky, 
The moon is hanging clear and bright; 
Whilst fleecy clouds are sailing by, 
O’er boundless seas of azure light, 
Destined to some congenial clime, 
Beneath the morning’s radiant vest, 
To inspire with joy and peace sublime 
The troubled and forsaken breast. 


On such a scene, O who can gaze— 
Almighty wisdom, power and love — 
Nor feel his heart ascend in praise, 
As lively aspirations move? 
The lingering beauties of the day, 
The glories of a peerless night, 
Compel the soul from earth away, 
And thrill with rapturous delight. 
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Deep silence reigns. The dew comes down 
To feed the leaf, the grass, the flower ; 
And over hill and field and town 
Still darkness broods. It is the hour 
When spirits of the air unseen 
Refresh, and to the earth incline, 
And on the side of virtue lean, 
To whisper of a love divine. 


There is a Deity. I feel 
At every pulse his presence near; 
Lake, tree and mount his grace reveal, 
And when the glittering stars appear, 
Those worlds of light his power display, 
And speak his wisdom as they burn: 
In morning’s blush and evening’s ray 
Alike his glories I discern. 


A God so powerful, wise and kind, 
Unfeigned, devout affection claims ; 
The soul is ignorant, cold and blind, 
That cannot read in living flames 
His love portrayed above, below, 
Nor feel his nobler passions stir, 
When everything with life aglow 
Of Him is a rapt worshiper. 
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Charmed with the day’s repast, my feet 
~ Thomeward turn. O not in vain 
Have sped the moments bright and fleet — 
For they have proved intrinsic gain. 
Humbled, I’ve more exalted views 
Of God and heaven; a finer sense 
The beautiful and grand infuse — 
A love of nature more intense. 


Vine, shoot and tree; the lowly flower; 
The fleecy cloud; the bird that sings; 
The gratefully delicious shower ; 
The echoing glen; the mount that rings; 
The brook and flashing stream reveal 
His grace and excellence divine, 
Which to the trusting heart appeal, 
Sublimely awful as they shine. 


As time rolls on and art decays, 

The soul still fresh will brighter glow 
With grateful love and lively praise, 

The better Nature’s works I know. 
With cautious study I shall find 

Instinct with life the meanest sod, 
While chains of golden thought will bind 

My spirit closer to its God. 
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ScHoor 1s Out, by the author of A Day rn 
THE Woops, has been favorably noticed as fol- 
lows: 


I have examined with more than a friendly interest the 
recent poetical offering entitled Scnooir 1s Ovr. It makes a 
very handsomely printed volume of five hundred pages, re- 
plete with humane and philanthropic sentiments, stirring 
incentives to a pure and manly life, moral reflections of the 
highest value, earnest dissuasion from the indulgence of 
vicious habits and sensual appetites, a warm appreciation 
of whatever is noble in character or praiseworthy in action, 
tender sympathy for the fallen and suffering, and true regard 
for man and reverence toward God. It embodies sound com- 
mon sense, axiomatic wisdom, and the principles of goodness 
and benevolence, as applied to everyday life from childhood 
to old age. Of its twelve hundred and seventy-six stanzas, 
almost every one contains a virtuous thought, or an illustra- 
tive personal reference, or an apt historical allusion, or a 
graphic delineation of character, or an effective hit at the 
foibles and vices of the profligate and weak-minded, or a 
strong summoning to the highest attainments possible in the 
struggle of life. 

If this is not an inspirational poem, in the ordinary criti- 
cal sense of the term, it certainly is so in regard to the kindly 
spirit which dictated it, and the laudable object which is kept 
in view from beginning to end; namely, the foundation of 
those habits and the prosecution of those pursuits which will 
surely obtain arich recompense. The versification is smooth, 
the rhythm carefully observed, and the style as simple and 
unaffected as Wordsworth’s “ Peter Bell” or “ We are Seven.” 
It is dedicated, with excellent judgment, “to the memory of 
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Samuel Fessenden, the able jurist and wise counsellor, the 
fearless advocate of human rights, the statesman, the phi- 
lanthropist and the Christian,” etc., and to whom a felicitous 
poetical tribute is also paid, which is most justly merited. 
Wiriiam Lioyp Garrison. 


Scroot 1s Our. In these days of overstrained expression 
and of puerile conceits, it is really refreshing to have some- 
thing simple, unaffected, sunny and wholesome. The style 
of this poem constantly reminds me of Cowper, Goldsmith 
and Montgomery. The words are chosen from the deep well 
of English “pure and undefiled.” Mostly, I observe, they 
are Saxonic, household, home words. They are our most 
poetic words. They come directly from the heart, and find 
their way directly to the heart—the seat of all true feeling 
and of all poetry. How magically the author has braided 
them together in this pleasing poem! The theme was admir- 
ably chosen, and it has been treated most naturally; hence 
most artistically. Every page has on it some precious seed 
of thought to elevate and refine the feelings. I doubt not 
many minds will be incited by its genial, loving spirit to 
higher aspirations, and to kindlier sentiments towards the 
weary and wayworn. It is the spirit of benignity and love in- 
fused into this noble poem, after all, that gives it the highest 
value. This spirit will live on, enkindling still good thoughts, 
long after we are sleeping in the dust. I very well know 
such poems are not appreciated as they should be in their 
day, but the world is slowly coming to know that love and 
good-will to man is the only road to immortality; and the 
author may rest assured that the embalming of that principle 
in simple, unaffected verse will not go unregarded. The time 
for it will surely come! The wild flower, with its simple 
beauty and the fragrance of the meadow, lives; the exotic 
pleases for a moment and then vanishes. Who now reads 
¢ Who does not read Gray’s unaffected Elegy? Rev. 
Exias Nason. 
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Scroot 1s Out. What a fine idea it was that the author 
hit upon, and how admirably has he worked it up! I find that 
every fresh page I turn teems with new interest, and I go 
eagerly on from one to another until I am obliged to lay the 
volume aside through sheer eye-weariness. Where in the 
world did the author obtain such a mass of personal history ? 
It is a perfect thesaurus of biography. I do not know which 
interested me the most, the poem or the notes. In reading 
the latter what a host of associations have been awakened! 
The past has been lived over again, and many and many a 
scene of “auld lang syne” enjoyed anew. CuHar.es P. 
ILsLeY. 


I like Scnoor 1s Our. All the words have the golden 
charm of purity and the instincts of refinement, the utteran¢e 
of one whom the world could never harden or carrupt; the 
tenderness of a St. John with the singleness of a Nathanael. 
We ought to have more books that show how wide is the 
field from which pure hearts may gather flowers. The book 
is a record of Portland. The Green Coves, and Back Fields, 
and Deering’s Woods, and the Observatory, and the names 
associated therewith, are preserved in the pure golden amber 
of the book, and should not be suffered to sink into oblivion. 
EvizasetnH Oakes SMITH. 


I have had the pleasure of receiving the handsome vol- 
ume, Scnoo.ti1s Our. Be assured that you will find in me a 
sympathetic reader; for I know well in what a pure spirit 
you write, and am sure that in this, your longest and most 
elaborate work, you will not fall below your own standard. 
I am sure of finding your biographical notes interesting; 
some of them I have glanced at; Neal’s, for instance, and my 
father’s, for which I cordially thank you. Henry W. Lonea- 
FELLOW. 


One of the most beautiful volumes of the age. Printing, 
paper, binding, etc., are a marvel, and the author himself is 
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another. The sketches of character are all of a piece, and 
the poetry frank and fearless. In short, the book is worthy 
of the highest praise, and will be a treasure to thousands. I 
am delighted with the book. Joun NEAL. 


The poem is written in that simple, unaffected style, char- 
acteristic of the author, rolling on like a rippling stream, 
pure in thought, elevated in sentiment, always charitable, 
cheerful, helpful, and often sparkling with gems of great 
poetical beauty. Joun M, Apams. 


The perusal of this very interesting book has been more 
beneficial to me than all the medicine I have taken for the 
last ten weeks, during which I have been most of the time 
confined to the house. NaTHanret DEERING. 


No one can read this volume without being impressed by 
the mark of careful, conscientious labor which it exhibits, 
and by its earnest support of correct principles. Bosron 
GLOBE. 


Scnoort 1s Our. Old residents of Portland owe the author 
a debt of gratitude for his contribution to its local history, 
aside from the noble sentiments of the book. WutLttam 
GOOoLpD. 


The verses flow smoothly, and the sentiments are of the 
purest and noblest kind. Rev. I. P. Warren, D.D. 


I have found much to interest me in Scnoor 1s Out, with 
a promise of still more. Ricnarp H. Dana, Senior. 
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